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In Catone Majore (qui eſt Scriptus de Senectute) Ca- 
tonem induxi Senem diſputantem, quia nulla videbatur 
aptior Perſona, quæ de ifs Arate loqueretur, quam Ejns, | 
qui & diutiſſime Senex fuiſſet, & in ipſa Senectute pre Cie 


teris floruiſſet. | TULL. de Amic. 
Cum Plerique Libri M.TULL11, quos ſeripſit de Philoſophiz, 


Divinitatis quiddam ſpirare videntur, tum ille, quem 
Senex ſcripſit de Senectute, plane mihi videtur Kuxyeoy 


Acts. ERASM. Conviv. Relig. 
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Lighting on Sir Jo nx 
DRENHñAM sg Tranſlation 
of that Celebrated Piece 


(TurLy's Book de Senectute) and, not 


without ſome Wonder and Pity, ſeeing 
that Great Genius fall ſo much be- 
low the Spirit of the Roman Orator, 
n his Engliſh Metre; I was ſo vain, 


as to think a kind of Paraphraſe of 


the ſame Eſſay, would ſucceed eafier 
and better: And, therefore, at my 
Leiſure Hours, when ſeverer Studies 

became 


1 
became tedious, I undertook to Build 
a Poem {if it be worthy to be call'd 
ſo} on TurLy's moſt exquiſite Model; 
Taking ſpecial Care to follow his Ex- 
alted Sentiments, as cloſely as J 
could, and not Preſuming to add 
Much of my Own, unleſs where TI 
am fond of Spinning out a Ciceronian 
Thought to the Ut maſt. 


IN ſome Places, I have Borrow'd 
from the Sacred Treaſures of 
XenoenoN and Praro; the very ſame 
Inexhaufizble Fund, to which TurLy 
himſelf owes the very Beſt and Nobleſt 
of all bis Writings. 


IN the Firſt Book, where the 
Character of FABius MaxIMus zs 
drawn out to ſuch an extraordinary 
Length, It may, and doubtleſs will, 
be Ask'd (as Cato himpelf hath an- 
ticipated the Objection) Quorſum 


igitur tam Multa de Maximo? Jo 
which 


[ vu) 
which J anſwer, That if it 1s a Fault, 
T have only Copy d from the Orator; 
and, I am apt to believe, that Cato 
1s Deſignedly made Prolix by Turry, 
in moſt of his Narratives, becauſe it 
1s uſual for Old Perſons to be very 
Long, and Circumſtantial in their 
Relations of Perſons and Things: 
Nay, we may find theſe Beautiful 
Apologies, ever and anon, in the Old 
Cenſor's Mouth; Id lenile eſt 


Atati noſtræ conceditur — Ignoſcetis 


autem —— SeneCtus eſt Naturi Lo- 
quacior ——— 


— 


TN the Third Book, where Caro 
enlarges ou the Praiſes of Hus- 
bandry, I made Choice (and ] hope 
# 15 no Crime ) to Imitate (or rather 
Tranſlate) the Beſt Roman Poet, in- 


ſtead of the Beſt Roman Orator; I 


mean, VIX GIT, in his moſt Finiſh'd 
Work, the Georgicks. 


IN 


C viii ] 
ITN the Fourth, It cannot be taken 
amiſs, that I bring MENEDEmus 
out of TERENCE, as an Inſtance of 
Extream Avarice zu an Old Man; 
for that Poet's Plays, were, at that 
Time, Freſh, and m Great Repute 
on the Roman Stage; and Scipio and 
Lars (the Perſon that Quotes the 
Paſſage) were Both thought to have had 
a Hand in the Compoſition of them. 


ALL, that IT ſhall ſay more in De- 
fence of Myſelf, and this Perfor- 
mance, which I haue Publiſh d, ts 
this; That however Trifling and Im- 
pertinent Poetry (notwithſlandmsg its 
Antiquity and Uſe, and the Great 
Value that hath been ſet upon it m all 
| Ages) may be Accounted by ſome 
ſevere Judges; Tet I can ſay, with 
Good Aſſurance, That the Graveſt 
Divine, need not be Aſham'd of the 
Subject J have Pitch'd upon, nor 

of 
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L ix J 
of the Precepts which CA TO hath 
delwer d. 


BEING, therefore, not unmind- 
ful of the Sacred Profeſſion, I am 
Honour d with, I ſhall, with the utmoſt 
Deference to ſuperior Underſtands 
inge, Recommend the few following 
Thoughts, which naturally muſt ariſe 
in our Minds, from what the Heathen 
Writer hath Suggeſted, and I have At- 
tempted, in my Paraphraſe upon Him. 


I. Caro Publick Spirit, and In. 
flam'd Affection for his Country, ap- 
pear in almoſt all his Diſcourſes ; 
and he has much ado to keep under 
his Paſſion, ſo as not fo uſe Unbecom- 
ing Language, whenever he hath Occa- 
fron to Speak of Carthage, which was 
then a Formidable Enemy to Rome. 


T HIS Great Example (methinks) 
ſhould teach all Chriſtian Subjects, 
A and, 


[x] 

and, eſpecially, Miniſters of State, 
to be more Lealous, than they often 
are, for the true Intereſts of their 
own Nation, and not ſecretly to fide 
with Foreign Powers, in order to 
Ruin and Subvert it; For as no 
Honour 7 more Beautiful, than that, 
which is won by Loyalty, and Doing 
Good to our Country; fo no Ignominy 
can be Blacker, than what Attends 
Treachery and Rebellion. 


II. NO one can be a Stranger to 
this Part of Caro Character, tho 
only * Hinted at m the following 
Poem; viz. That thy true Lover 
of his Country, and zts Ancient 
Conſtitution, was never without Ene- 
mies to Accuſe hmm of being a Traytor 
to it. And ſhould not this Encourage 
every Honeſt Patriot to perſevere in 
his Vertue and Bravery, as long as 


— — _ 
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[xi ] 
the ſtill Voice of Innocency affords 
him the trueſt Conſolation and Se- 
curity, againſt all the Tumultuous 
Noiſe, and Clamours of a Brib d 
Populace? But, 


III. TO be more Particular in 
our Kemarks ) In the Firſt Book, we 
may Obſerve, how highly the Old 
Cenſor extols Philolophy, and that 
Natural Light, which was all that 
the Heathens Enjoy d: How Paſ- 
fronately he recommends the Study 
and Improvement of them to his Two 
Pupils, Scirio and Lzrims; Hopeful 
Pupils, zndeed! who ſeem to have 
Been Born on Purpoſe, and to have 
their Memories and Charafters ſo 
carefully Preſerv'd, ſo preciouſiy Em- 
balm'd by the Beft of Writers, that 
all the Noble Youth of ſucceeding 
Ages, might be induc d, not only to 
Copy after, but ev'n to ſtrive to Excel 
them. And, if Reaſon, and the 

a 2 Voice 
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Voice of Nature, were ſo religiouſly 
attended to, ſo greatly valu'd, ſo 
prudently Cultivated by Heathens ; 
how ought Chriſtians to Reporce in the 
Poſſeſſion of Revealed Religion, and 
make a better Uſe of it, than gene- 
rally they do? Why do we ſee ſo 
many Men, that enjoy the pure Light 
of Chriſtianity, and know the Excel- 
lency of its Doctrine, Diſcontent and 
Murmuring in every State of Life ? 
Unfix'd, and Roving in Youth, and 
Pining under Old Age! 


IV. IN the Second Book, that 
Inviolable Friendſhip, which appears 
to have been Eſtabliſh'd on the firm 3 
Baſis of Vertue, Betwixt Scirio and i 
Learius; That unbleniſh'd Honour 
and Integrity, which they Diſcover 
by their Words and Actions; That | 
Due Submiſſion and Regard, which 
they pay to their Great Maſter 

CATO; 


: 
* 
. 


Mente, Præſtabilius dediſſet, 
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D x1 } 
Caro; The Affability and Sweetneſs 
of ther Tempers; their mſatiabls 
Thirſt after Knowledge; and their 
Ardent Love of Vertue; cannot fail 
One would Imagine) to Inſpire 


every Generous Breaſt, with a Noble 
Emulation. 


V. IN the Third Book, How Ine 
ſtructe is it, as well as Pleaſant, to 
hear Cato mcely Define true Plea- 
ſure ; Repreſentmg Senſuality, in the 
Blackeſt, and moſt Odious Colours ! 
—— —- Cumque Homini {ſaith He) 
ſive Natura, ſive quis Deus nihil 
huic 
Divino Muneri, ac Dono nihil tam 
eſſe Inimicum, quam Voluptatem. 
And after he bas hath given a moſt 
engaging Deſcription of Divine and 
Intellectual Pleaſures, ſuch as conſiſt 
n the Improvements of the Mind; 
He proceeds to Enumerate ſuch as 
ore Innocent, and may be a proper 
Amuſe 


{ xiv } 
Amuſement and Relaxation to the 
Minds of Young and Old: Inſtancing, 
more eſpecially, in tbe Arts of Hus- 


bandry, wherein he bimſelf De- 
lighted, and could, at any Time, 
know how to exchange the Civil and 
Military, for a Country Life ; Bemg 
(what ſeldom, or never, meets in the 
lame Perſon) a Brave Soldier, a 
Compleat Stateſman, and a Skilful 
| Husbandman. In a Mord, The Old 
Cenſor gib s his Pupils to underſtand, 
that they muſt be Vertuous and Inno- 
cent, whilſt they are Young, if they | 
would be Happy, and Comfortable to | 0 


themſelves and others, when they are = 

Old. / 

| Ci 
VI. IN the Fourth and Laſt Book, ad 

where Tull hath ſhewn himſelf a t1 


Maſter and Lover of Puato's Wrr 4, 
tmgs; how doth Cato talk, as if 7 
ze was Inſpired; and ſaw, by the || it 


Eye of Faith, into the Profoundeſt bi 
Myſteries ; 


— —— — As - 
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: [ xv ] 
Mlyſteries; Expreſſing, with a Holy 
= Zeal, and the Keeneſt Satyr agamſt 
- | Infidels, a firong Conviction of Life 

and Immortality in another State? 


WE ſhall too, if we have any Curioſity, 
obſerve, how cheerfully be doth what 
he can to prolong that Lite, which 
the Author of all Being gave him; 
and how much he excells, m this 
Reſpect, that Great Roman of the 
ſame Name, that came after him. 


IN ſhort, if we duly Attend to 
Caro's Sublime Diſcourſe on Death 
and Futurity, and hear him, with 
ſurprizing Warmth, and Rapture, 
crying out, O Præclarum Diem, cum 


k, ad illud Animorum Concilium cæ- 
3 tumque Proficiſcar! t muſt needs fill 
3 us with Admiration of the Conſtancy 


if and firm Belief, of this Illuftrious 
he | Heathen: What Chriſtian, when he 
-ſt bears this Grave Roman diſcourſe, 
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like an Enlighten'd Patriarch, will 


not Bluſh to think on the ſmall Pro- 
greſs he has made, with the Advan- 


tages of Revelation? 


SURE Iam, that if the Criticks, 


that vouchſafe to peruſe this Poem, 
ſhall think it worth their while to 


make proper Reflections from the 
Morality contained in it; they will 
have no Time to paſs any ſevere Cen- 
ſures on the Author: Who is One, 
that pays a true Regard to the 
Bright Diſcoveries of Vertuous Hea- 
thens ; at the ſame Time, as He 
Wiſhes, they may not appear 1n Judg- 
ment, againſt too many Pretended 
Chriſtians. 
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BOOK J. 


An 


= $Sc1P10, and L&LIus meeting CAro à little 
9 Hay from ROME. 


e 
AT O! Well met. 
| CAT o. 
Hail, vertuous, Hopeful Youths ! 

How Sweet, and Healthful is the 

Morning Breeze, 
Free from the Mid- day Heats, and Ev'ning Damps! 
ve juſt been Walking round the flow'ry Meadows, 
Water'd by Tybur, when it overflows, 


On which 0/d Rome looks down in all her Glory. 
B I love 
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I love to Exerciſe theſe Aged Limbs, 

And hate to Loll ſupine, as Others do, 

In ſtately Chariots; Splendid Loads of Lumber ! 4 

Early to climb a Hill, 1s wholeſome Labour ; 1 

There to enjoy pure Dravghts of Vital Air, 

Is the Beſt Phyſicꝶ, the Support of Lite. 

Thus, ev'ry Morn, employ'd, freſh Health ſalutes | J 
me; 


Methinks, I feel myſelf as . f 
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Scip. With Wonder, L=xL1vs and Myſe/f, con- 
template E 

The vaſt Perſections of thy Tow'ring Alind, "= 8 
And See true Roman Greatneſs all in CATOo. | © 
But yet, amidſt that Crond of Shining Virtues, = 1 


That Fill thy Soul, and Spread a Luſtre round thee ; x 
This Art, this Mark of thy Superior Wiſdom, 1 
Darts a Diſtinguiſh'd Ray of Glory on thee: 2 
This Are (I mean) of Seeming-not to Feel = 
The leaſt Annoyance from a Load of Years : = C 


Thrice Happy Man, to whom the Dregs of Life 
Are Sweet ! to others, yielding Nauſeous Taſte ! 
Thy Temper needs muſt be Divinely fram'd, 

And Something more than Human, is about thee ! 
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Cato. Moſt Worthy Friends! Scipio, and LXL1vs 
Both ! 
Worthy the Name of Romans ! Rigid Truth, 
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And Honour, ſtamp Immortal Worth upon you, WM. 
When Rome, indulgent, fix'd her Eyes on Caro, * An 
And Dignity'd him with the Cœſor's Rod, £ To 
Important Truſt! with ſtrict, impartial Eye, 1 
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E 
He view'd your Life in ev'ry Step, and what 
He Saw, he ſtill Approv'd ; charm'd to behold 


Two Blooming Touths the Growing Hopes of Rome. 


But what, my Friends ! creates ſuch Wonder 
1n you ? 
That I am Chearful, tho' I'm Old; that Life 
With me ſlides ſmoothly on in its Decline, 
And ev'n its Duſky Part Shines out ſo Clear; 
I'm apt to think, Your curious Temper leads you 
To aſk the Sober Sentiments of CaTo. 
Firſt, hear me then, and let your Wonder ceaſe! 


Philoſopby ! thou Source of Light, and Truth! 
Sure Guide to erring Minds! without thee, Life 
Is Comfortleſs, as Death: All Dark, and Diſmal ! 


Believe me, Friends! the Man, whom Heav'n 
has bleſs'd 

With that Choice Treaſure, needs no more Support; 
Collected, and Involv'd in his own Virtze, 
He finds within, All, he can want, or wiſh, 
Supply'd ; No Hls can threaten him Unarm'd; 
Misfortunes will, ev'n, grow Familiar to him. 
But, leaſt of All, can Age, howe'er Deform'd, 
Diſturb that ſolid Peace, which 1s within him. 
Od Age! what is it, but the Bounteous Gift 
Of Nature, who yet never gave Amiſs ? 
Is there a Man, who wiſhes not to ſee 
More, than a Hundred Years roll o'er his Head, 
And Whiten ev'ry Lock ? What means the Foo! 
To murmur then, if Nature be ſo kind 


8-2 Ta 


[4] 


To give him, what he Wants, and Sooths his Hu- 
mour ? 

Perverſe, Inconſtant Man! unſatisfy'd 

Both Tozng and O!d ! Plead not, that Age invades 

il. Thy Limbs with ſwift, and ſubtle Pace, and comes. 

| At once, unthought of, without previous Warning: 

ö Do not the various Scenes of Human Liſe 

i Move gently on in regular Succeſſion! 

| ; Till Hoary Age at length Advances forward, 


= Accompanied with Wiſdom, and Reſpect: 
1 Wi/dom the Sovereign Balm, that cures our Ills! 


Wo Where-ever Vice and Years increaſe together, 
4 And Hand in Hand go on; there (ſad to tell!) 

SE : Nething, but dark and ever diſmal Thoughts, 

: Sorrows, and joyleſs Hours, *till Death, ſucceed, 
A few Years Wiſely, Vertuouſly ſpent, 

Are worth a Million, if they End in Folly. 


| 
j 
l Would ye, my Friends ! be then Admir'd for 
| C Wiſdom? 
| (Nuſtrious Title!) Nature's Laws purſue: 
1 In all our Conduct, 'tis Incumbent on us, 
i To Watch her Steps, and keep her ſtill in View. 
Thus, midſt the tedious Labyrinths of Life, 
The puzzling Mazes, and the Clouds of Error, 
} Intranc'd with Pleaſure, we ſhall ſee Her Lamp 
10 Burn Clear, which ſhe, in Pity, holds to Mortals, 
l Whilſt all Obſtructions diſappear before us, 
Still free from Blame, in ev'ry Step ſecure! 
'Tis /he, that o'er the Stage of Life preſides, = - 
And orders ev'ry Part, we are to a; . 
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Nor will fe do, like an Uns&ilful Bard, 

Neglect the Cloſing Scene, and let it go 
Unpoliſh'd, unadorn'd, of Beauty void, 

And Harmleſs Pleaſure : Not but Crooked Age 
Nearly reſembles full-cipe Fruit, that falls, 

And, falling, Withers ! All the Heat of Touth, 
And ſprightly Juices dye : The Courſe of Things 
Is ſuch, ſo Various, in an Endleſs Flux, 

Not permanent, not long the ſame! But Wiſdom, 
That lovely Queen of Virtues, cries aloud, 

Thro' Nature's Works, Let Nature be your Guide! 
Reſiſt her not, leſt ye reſiſt the Gods / 


Læl. Thy Words have equal Weight with Oracles, 
And we no leſs regard them. Scipio loves 
To hear thee talk, and dwells upon thy Tongue; 
And LzL1vs freely could Attend for ever. 
Since, then, we both ſo fondly hope to ſee 
The Face of Wrinkled Age, inſtruct us, how 
To bear the Weight, with a Becoming Grace, 
And Rifle againſt the Load of Woe it brings. 


Cato. Oh! to do Good to Others, is a Pleaſure, 
That fills the Soul with Joy: But where there's 
Friendſhip, | 
There Counſel! is a Debt. Demand from CaTo 
The Utmoſt, he can do, to make you happy. 


Scip. Thro all the Tamults, and the Noiſe of Life, 
* Falſe Altegations, and the Spite of Traitors, 


— — 


* Vide Vac. Max. Lib. 3. Cap. 7. Sect. 7. 
Thro? 


[6 } 
Thro' the crofs Paths of this perplexing World, 
Oer Shelves, and Rocks, Caro has ſteer'd ſecure : 
Cover'd with Honours, He is ſafe arriv'd 
At that laſt Stage, where We deſire to come: 
Inform us, then, what kind of State it is, 
Which, hke a Cloud, that heavily draws on, 
Looks black, and lowing, at this Diſtance from us. 


Cato. Old Men, ( Companions ) more, than once, 


have told me, 
(ALBINUs, SALINATOR, Confuls Both) 
What irkſom Pains attend declining Tears ; 
With what Difdain the Striplings treat the Aged; 
How former Joys are fled ; the Taſte impair'd, 
Whilſt the Harmonious Sound of Harp and Lure 
Delight no more; the Charms of Beauty ceaſe 
To warm their frozen Blood, and Life itſelf 
Grows flat, and dull with zhar, Ingredient Age. 
Thus have I heard them pour out dire Complaints, 
And load Old Age with undeſerv'd Reproach: 
If Diſreſpef, and Tota! Loſs of Pleaſure 
(Doleful Attendants ! ) never fail'd to croud 
The Old Man's Levee, Caro, long ago, 


And CaTo's Friends, had gain'd the ſad Experience. 


How have I ſeen old comely StREs careſs'd ! 
Th Aſtoniſhment and Praiſe of all that ſaw them! 
They ſeem'd to Walk, as Deities on Earth! 
Thus I beheld them Live at Eaſe, Rejoice 
To find themſelves got looſe from worthleſs Pleaſures, 
Free from the Chains of Luſt, and Baits of Senſe. 


Bel cve me, when You hear Cid Men complain 
That 


— 


HE 
That Things go ill, the Fault is in Themſeſves, 
Not in Old Age. Gods ! They miſtake, that think ſo! 
Want of Good Nature, and an eaſy Temper, 
Will render any Part of Life Unpleaſant. 


Lal. True; But ſuppoſe, that one ſhould ſay to 
CAro, - 

Thou haſt both Wealth, and Dignity, and Honour, 
Rome looks upon thee, as her Guardian Angel, 
What has not CaTo, which the World calls Bleſſings ? 
Enough, perhaps, t'abate the Miſeries 
Of drooping Age, and ſmooth its rugged Brows. 
But does it, can it, fare alike with Al £ 


Cato. What Tou object, is partly true: But know, 
That neither Wea/th, nor Dignity, nor Honour; 
Nor All theſe 7ointly, can ſecure our Peace, 
Or reconcile us to the Weight of Age, 
If Miſdam's wanting — L=zL1vs ! think on this, 
The Prime of Youth, and the Increaſe of Years 
Are both a reſtleſs Burthen to the Fl. 
Would'ſt thou be Happy? cultivate the Mind 
With Vertze, Diſcipline, and Liberal Arts : 
Theſe, theſe, (my Friends!) muſt needs Embelliſh 
Lite, 
And Brighten the Deformities of Age 
Theſe, when all outward Comforts die away, 


Will give new Life, and Vigour to the Soul. 


When ev'ry Nerve, and every Joint, grows looſe, 
The Eyes wax dim, and the whole Fabrick bends, 


Will arm you with Ere& and Lively Hopes. 


And, 


1 


And, Oh! the ſweet Remembrance of a Life 


Well. ſpent, fill'd up with Wiſe, and Worthy Actions! 


Bleſs'd is that Hoary Head, that can look back 
On num'rous Days, and Months, and rolling Years, 


Whilft each Reminds him of ſome Vertuous Deed, 4 


Some Act of Kindneſs to a Fellow Creature; 

Or elſe ſome brave Atchievement for his Country, 
Plac'd in the Annals of Eternal Rome. 

What Tides of Joy muſt ruſh upon a Soul 

Thus Fortify'd, and Ready to ſurmount 

The Earth, to be enroll'd among the Gods 


The God-like * Fan1ps, when the Flow'r of Touth 
Bloom'd on my Beardleſs Face, full well I knew, 
And Raptures always ſeiz d me, when I ſaw him. 
I Lov the brave old Gen'ra/, as my Brother; 
Suck Sweetneſs, mix'd with Awful Gravity, 

Dwelt in his Looks, ſo Gentle his Behaviour; 
Such Mildneſs ſoſten'd the ſtern Warrior's Mien, 
That he at once drew Love and Rev rence on him: 
When-e'er He ſpake in Senate, deep Attention 


Sate on the Fathers Brows. The warmeſt Zeal 3 
Glow'd in his Checks, to think on Rome's Corruptions, | 


Oppreſfon, Brib ry, and Innum'rous Crimes: 


To baniſh he, He did, what Man could do. l 


War, dreadful ar, was yet no Stranger to him, 
For in the midſt of charging Hoſts, Sedate 
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He 


1 
He gave Commands, whilſt on his awful Nod 
The Roman Legions waited with Reſpect: 
And where he pointed, there the Battle rag'd : 
What youthful Vigour fluſh'd his Countenance ! 
How was his Soul inflam'd with noble Ardor, 
When-eer he heard the Noiſe of Martial Drum, 
Or the ſhrill Trumpet's Sound, that call'd to Battle? 
His aged Sinews yet could bend the Bow, 
Or launch the Jav'lin ſwiftly to its Mark: 
The Soldiers ſtood with Wonder ſtruck, to ſee fl 
The Old Difator active, as a Nouth, m 
In all the Feats of Arms : But, not unlike 1 
To thoſe, who, waiting at the De/ hic Shrine, 
Receive their Anſwer with Religious Fear, 
And filent Admiration : So they watch'd 
His ſacred Lips, when, mounted at the Head 
Of his fierce Troops, he ſent out Sovereign Orders; 
Or when, in cloſe Debate, they heard him ſpeak, 
They all Admir'd, and all Approv'd his Counſels. 
* Rome's hardy Foe, that held the dubious World 
In deep Suſpence, where Empire ſhould be ſettled 1 
(The Bulwark and the Pride of Carthage !) felt 
His Aged Arm, and own'd him his Saperior. 


Not leſs in grand Aftairs of Srare, than War, 
He flonriſh'd, the Firſt Favourite of Fortune, 
As well as Rome ! On that important Juncture, 
When proud FLAM1n1vs (trove (rebeilious Tribune!) 
At once to trample on the Senate's Rights, 
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And ſpurn at noble Blood , then FABIVs roſe, 
And check'd the Tribune by the Conſul's Pow'r. 
O, how I love the Man! my Tongue delights 
To grow exub'rant in his Praiſe. — For ever 
I muſt remember his conſummate Wiſdem, 

His even Temper, and his matchleſs Patience, 
Then, when his only Son, the main Support, 

The Staff, and Comfort of his Age, was cropp d 
By Death! Juſt like a Purple Floto r ſprung up, 
Was the fair Jouth cut down, and fo he dropp'd 2 
His beauteous Head, bedeck d with Bluſhing Honcurs. 
Heart - rending News to an indulgent Father ! 


How mult his tender Bowels yearn within him! , 


None, but a Parent knows, what tis to loſe 

A Son, an only Son, juſt come to Manhood, 

Bred up to Arts, and Arms, of lovely Aſpect, 
Adorn'd with all the ſociable Vertues, 

And ſeeming to be born to grace bis Country / 
That ſuch @ One the unpropitious Heav ns 

Should only let us Glance, and then Snatch from us, 
Is ſad to think of; Worſe, * ah, worſe to ſufter ! 
Enough to ſhock a Roman Reſolution ! 


But fee the Noble Fapivs! how reſign d! 
None ever heard an impious Murmur from him. 
He thank'd the Gods for giving him a Son; 6 
A vertuoim Son! For that he thank'd them more: 2 
But wilely thought, that he ſhould do them Wrong, 


It he were Angry that they did Recall him. 1 


— — * he * 


* Caro eals here e crimentally, vide Book IV. 
Believe 
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Believe me, Friends! Our Children are a Bleſſing, 
Which Heav'n does lend us; they are not Our own. 


Scip. Immortal Fazrivs ! Happy Man, whoſe 
Is ſtill fo freſh, and dear to ev'ry Roman ! | Mem'ry 
What would one give to be ſo prais'd by Cara ? 


Cato. View him in Private Life, with Wonder view 
Methinks, I ſee him ſhaded all with Laurels [him! 
At Home, from Noiſe and publick Tolls retir'd, 
Bent on Philaſophy's ſevereſt Studies: 

With what laborious Vigilance he traces 
Antiquity through all its dark Receſſes 
How deep his Inſight into Divination, 


And all the Secrets of myſterious Knowledge! 


How freſh his Memory of Battles fought, 
And Sieges bravely won by Roman Conduct! 


No Wonder, if his Converſation won 
The Love, and Praiſe of All: He ſweetly mix'd 
A World of Pleaſure with a World of Profit. 
Ott have I liſten'd to his grave Inſtructions, 
As to a Sybil big with Inſpiration : 
And, what He ſpoke, I wrote, reſolv'd to loſe 
Not one important Sentence, not a Word, 
That dropp'd, like the Hyblean Honey, from him. 
As if I had divind (and ſo it was) 
That when this venerable Man ſhould die, 
Rome, and the barren World muſt want a FABIUS 


o help on Caro in Purſuit of Wiſdom, 


6-2 So, 


| 
4 
1 


| 
11 
it 
ll 
1 
| 


| 
1 


— En pe mw menes 
— 


— —X— 
— — 


— 


— 


—— 
* 


— 
CS. _—_ 
IRE — I 


— 


— 


— — — — 


** —— —F = RR ay 


9 — I 
oO: ITY ne A re 


12 1 


So, I remember, PLA To tells the Story, 
That, when the God/i e Man, fo fam'd of old, 
Diſcours'd at Athens, All, that heard him, wiſh'd, 
That he would talk tor Ever. Well they knew, 
*Twere better, Dubiozs Oracles were Dumb, 
Than His #nerring Wiſdom put to Silence; 
The Thoughts of loſing him muſt needs be Dreadſul, 


Without whom Greeks themſelves muſt turn Barba- 
| 7147S» 


Lel. Not deathleſs Sock aTEs,nor matchleſs Fap1vs, 
Drew more Attention, than Immortal Caro. 
As anxious Miſers hoard ill gotten Wealth; 

As Children liſten to their dying Parents, 

And fain would catch in their departing Breath ; 
So do we gather up thy precious Sayings, 

And juſtly deem them, as our choiceſt Treaſures : 


Brighter, than poliſh'd Gems, more pure, than Gold! js 4 


Cato, If you knew Caro, as he knows Himſelf, 
Then would you leſſen your Opinion of him, 
Compar'd with * Men of ſuch illuſtrious Merit, 
Whole Characters ſtand ſacred, by themſelves, 
Foremoſt, unrival'd in the Books of Fame 
— Excuſe me, that I dwelt on FABTUs' Praiſes, 
And ſpun the Thread of them to ſuch a Length: 
O! *tis Divinely ſweet to celebrate 
An Honourable Perſon Good, and Great ! 
Much more an old Companion, and a Friend, 
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Who ſtill is in our Thoughts, and near our Heart: 
Muſick is in his Name, his Name gives Rapture, 


And never can our Tongue forbear to praiſe him. 
O FAxRTus! I could talk of thee for Ever. 


| 
| 
| 


Friends! *twas a Pleaſure, ſomething mix'd with 
Pride, 

To bring that Noble Roman for an Inſtance, 

A pregnant Inſtance, a convincing Proof, 

That Hoary Age may Boaſt of Happineſs, 

Bloom with full Strength, and Grow Mature in Glory! 


Lal. With great Submiſſion: All Men are not 
form'd 4 8 

For Poſts of Honour, and Exalted Stations: 

All are not FAaBII, Scie1o's, nor CAaTo's. 

The Maſs of People commonly is Rubbiſh, 

Rude, and Unpoliſh'd, and hewn out for Slav'ry! 

Ye Gods! how few are they, that purchaſe Fame 

By great Exploits, ſuch Deeds, as build up Heroes! 

Few, when Od Age arrives, can bid it welcome, 

And fay to Heav'n, © It is enough. My Soul 

** Tells me, it's ſatisfy'd with its own Actions: 

I've ſav'd my Country from impending Ruin, 

From Foreign Enemies, and Civil Broils: 

I cruſh'd a Tyrant, that uſurp'd his Power, 

And bound him faſt in Chains, to grace a Triumph. 

= © Thanks to the Gods! Ive liv'd enough for Rome, 

And Gloy“ Few can ſweeten pining Age 

WH V:th Thoughts, like theſe, and thus ſupport the Soul. 


Cato. 


Wha 
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By a long Train of Victories, and Triumphs; 

A Pure, an Elegant, and Sober Life, 

(If Virtue be not a mere Empty Notion) 

Muſt be attended with a good Old Age; 

As calm and ſmooth as the Pacifick Seas, 

When ſcafce a Breath of Air ſhes o'er their Surface 
Bright as a Summer's Ev ning, when the Sun 
Slowly. goes down, and glitters in the Clouds: 

As ſweet and pleaſant, as Faler nian Wines 

Rack'd from the Lees, and running Clear, and Strong 
Ev'n to the laſt, worthy to vye with NecTas! 


So PLA ro livd, with Juſtice ſtil'd Divine, 
And as he haften'd tow' rds a Century, 
His noble Pen, that gave the Wond'ring World 
A Legacy worth more than Halt the World, 
Dropp'd from his trembling Nerves, and he Expir'd 
To breathe in happier Chimes: With Speed, hzs Sox! 
Flew to the Regions of Immortal Blifs, 
To taſte thoſe Springs of Pleaſure, and ſurvey 
Thoſe verdant Fields, which his own Pencil drew. 
So liv'd IsocRATEs, and GoxdiAs, fam'd 
For Multitude of Lars, and Depth of Wr/dom / 
* He, Brave Old Tutor of Iluſtrious Youth, 
When ſome rude Fellow put this Queſtion to him, 
How he could bear to drag his feeble Limbs, 


* GCORGIAS. 


And 


Cato. Miſtake me not, a Life, tho undiſtinguiſh'd 
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And live a Skeleton, to fright his Neighbours ? 
Unmov'd, return'd an Anſwer worthy of him ; 

I have no Reaſon to find Fault with Age; 

« Age is no Load, where Touth has known no Vice: 
* Think, as you pleaſe, my Friend! I'm fix'd to live 
As long as Nature, and the Gods determine. 


EnNi1vs, whoſe Wit, and Harmony of Numbers, 

Gain'd him Applauſe, and Love from all that knew 
him, 

Saw the ſwift Courſe of Sev'nty fleeting Years, 
And then Reſign'd a Life oppreſs'd with Age, 
And Poverty, the uſual Fate of Poets ! 
But ev'n that Double Weight ſat eaſy on him, 
He knew no Grief, no Diſcontent, nor Anguiſh ; 
But Mirth, good Humour, and a lively Temper 
Gladden'd his Looks, and grac'd the happy Sire. 
He (for, I think, it is * his own Allufion ) 
Like an Old fiery Steed, that oft has ſcour'd 
Th' O/ympian Courſe, and won the glorious Prize, 
At laſt, grown ſtiff with noble Toils, and C/ 
In Honours, was content to quit the Field. 


Scip. My Anceſtor, whom you intirely lov'd, 


= Both knew tbe Mar, and bore a Friendſhip for him. 
| A Friendſhip built on the ſevereſt Virtue, 


And ſuch, as finds no Period, but with Life! 
Amidſt the burning Sands of Libya's Deſarts, 
Midſt tedious Marches, difficult Rencounters 


[EEE 
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With Savage Men; the Pure, Divine Diſcourſe 
Of Ennivs ſtill did Recteate his Thoughts, 
And ſmooth his Way to Conqueſt, and to Glory. 


But condeſcend to hear a Jung Man ſpeak : G 
The World's too forward to calumniate Age, 
And throw Contempt upon the Hoary Head: 
For thus Men Argue, well, or not, let CaTo, 7 
The only proper Fudge on Earth, determine! 4 


* Age, when declining, puts an End to Aion, 
And renders Man, at beſt, an uſeleſs Drone: 
* The Body grows an Hoſpital of Evils, 
& Juiceleſs, and full of aching, endleſs Pains. 
* Pleaſure, the Food of Life, when we are 0/d, 
* Peparts—— And we are on the Brink of Death: 


Cato. Oft I have heard thele vile Suggeſtions us d, 
Which may have Pow'r to Influence vga Minds; 
But all Objections, colour d oer with Truth, 
Should well be try'd, e' er we allow them Genuine. 
Haſty Conceſſions argue a weak Brain, 

Weigh Things, until the Fallacy appears. 


But now the San exerts its ſcorching Heat, 
Let us, my Friends! (becauſe you ſeem diſpos'd 
For longer Converſe) each of us retire 
T' enjoy the Cool of yon high Marble Arch; 
And there Examine, if Experienc'd Age 
Has aught to Anſwer all that Impious Scorn, 
And Raillery, that ſporting Vath throws on it. 
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CaTo, Sci Io, and LxL1vus, Sitting down 
under the Arch. 


Cato.” Do's Age Unqualify a Man for Adlon? 
And ſtop the Exerciſe of Godlike Vertues ? 
True, an Old Cripple cannot heave ſuch Burthens, 
Or ſhew ſuch Strength, as a Jung, Hardy Peaſant : 
But are there no Affairs of high Importance 
Manag'd by Hoary Heads in Time of War, 


And ſmiling Peace © Has not a Body, worn 


With Toils of Life, and ſtooping tow rds the Grave, 
Long Entertain'd a Heav'nly Gueſt within it? 
Long own'd a ſprightly, vigorous Soul its Partner, 
That always Ads, and Thinks, without Controul, 
An utter Stranger to Fatigue, or Slumber |! 

What weighty Matters oft have been Tranſacted 
By the Severer Wiſdom of Old Patriot? 
Had Rome, on her Scv'n Hills, ſtood Safe ſo long, 
And been ſo oft Victorious, if Old Age 

Had been excluded from her publick Councils, 
And none, but Boys, had Govern'd in the Senate? 
No; 'tis impoſſible, ev'n Toth ſhould think ſo: 
And let me periſh, but, in CaTo's Judgment, 
Perſections plac'd in Nerves, and Brawny Limbs, 
Are proper to the Brute, but not to Man, 

Quite Foreign to the Majeſly of Reaſon ! 


To call forth all the Vigour of our Minds, 
And Exerciſe their Pow'rs on Glorious Objects, 
Tis this alone deſerves the Name of Aion. 
Did Maz1mrs, that beat the Carthaginian, 
D And 
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And made him know, what *twas to Fght with 
Romans, 

Live, like a S/uggard ? Did a Load of Years 

Impede his Conqueſts ? Or obſtru& the Courſe 


Of his Repeated Triumphs? O, ny Scipio! 
Did your Great Father, PauLvs, ceaſe to act 
More like a God, than Man, when Youth was over 
Or, rather, did not his Superior Courage 

Boil in his Veins, and make him burn for Glory, 
Amidſt the Preſſures of Declining Life? 

Were the FaBRIT11, Curirt, CORUNCANI, 
Old uſeleſs Folks? Unactive in their Stations? 
The Peſt, and Burthen of the Common. wealth ? 

Or did they not, by their unblemiſh'd Conduct, 
Protect their Country in the Worſt of Times, 
Promote its Glory, and its Real Good, 

Greatly preferrivg That, belore their Oton? 

True, Publick Spirits! ſuch, as Rome may boaſt of! 
Without which, Rome, and ev'ry State, muſt fall. 


Old Aplus, when his Sight grew Dim with Years, 
(Great Soul!) Retain'd a ſprightly Intellect, 
And piercing Juigment, back'd with Reſolut ion: 
He, in full Senate, when it was conſulted, 
In cloſe Debate, If it were moſt ſecure 
To let the Peace with PyRRHAus take Effect, 
Warmly Oppos'd the Furbers, that Approv'd it; 
Expos d their headlong Schemes, and guilty Meaſures, 
And, when the Senate all ſat huſh d, the Sire, 


In Voice like Thunder, bid them think on Rome, 


Remember, they were Men, that they were Romans. 


: | Let. 
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Lel. Undaunted Man! he Acted with ſuch Brav'ry, 
As wel! becomes the Man, that loves his Country. 
No Oppoſition of Contending Parties, 
Nor the wrong Bent of a De/uded Senate, 
Should ſtrike him dumb; not ev'n the mighty Weight 


Of Age, ſhould bring a cold Indiff rence on him, 
Or ſtop a Roman's Mouth, when Rome's in Danger. 


ith 


Cato. Thou haſt a Loyal Heart! I love thy Temper : 
I with ſome Luke-warm Senators were like thee. — 


But, Friend! be now convinc'd, Old Men are Uſeful ? 
Depend on't (LxL1vs!) tow'rds the Coſe of Life, 
'Tis our own Fault, if we are good for Nothing. 


Have you not ſeen a skilfu] P:/or Guide 
A well-built Ship o'er the Imperious Surge? 
He ſits ſedate, and quiet, at-the Helm, 
And, by his Prudence, brings her ſafe to Harbour; 
Whilſt the inferior Crew, that climb the Ropes, 
And ſtill are buſy on the Deck, appear 
More Active far, and more Concern'd, than He: 
But *twere Abſurd to think ſo. Thus a Man, 
Without the mere Activity of Body, 
When 0/d, may wield the vaſt Machine of State, 
And not Grow Uſeleſs, tho' he Seems Inactive. 
Nothing Magnanimous, and truly Great, 
Is brought about. by Dint of ſtrongeſt Muſcles : 
Delib'rate Counſel, Conſtancy of Mind, 
Authority, and Conduct, lead the Way 


To high Exploits. Theſe, theſe are Arts, my Friends 
D 2 Tha 
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That purchaſe Fame, and ripen Men for Glory, 
And theſe are Manly Arts, that all belong 
To Meritorions Age. How rare to ſee 
A Hot. brain d Youth, an Able Counſellor ! 
A giddy Boy may look on Age with Scorn, 
But the Raw, Unexperienc'd Youth, Deſerves it. 
If Caro, without Breach of Modeſty 
(That lovely Vertue!) may have Leave to Mention 
The Name of Caro; Does the World ſuppoſe, 
That I, who, all my Days, have been inur'd 
To Warlike Toils, and was ev'n litted up 
From a low Station, to the Poſt of Conſul; 
Now Ceaſe to AZ at all, pent up at home, 
Unfit for further Military Service? 
That all, I do, is to prolong a Liſe 
Unprofitable to my Friends, and Country ? 


Is it not known, my Friends! well known to All, 
How ſtrictly Vigilant I am in Councils: | 
How nothing, once, detain'd me from the Senate, 
Becauſe the World ſhould never paſs this Cenſure, 
& A Law zs Made, but Cato was not there. 

O, with what anxious Labour of the Mind, 
Early and Late, have I bent all my Studies, 
Againſt proud Carthage, our Obdurate Foe ! 


Who knows not, that he Meditates our Ruin? 
O, for One fortunate Deciſive Blow, 
To Humble her, and lay her Tow'rs in Aſhes! 
It muit be done. Rome! Thou art not Secure, 
Whilſt Carthage is fo— Heav'n won't ſuffer long 


A Per- 
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A Perjur'd Nation. Scipio! Dauntleſs Scipio! 
What, if th' Immortal Gods reſerve their Vengeance 
For Thy Puiſſant Arm to Execute? 

I am inclin'd to think ſo-—Friend, Remember, 
Thy Name is Scipro: Let That fire thy Soul 

With true Ambition, and a Thirſt of Glory. 
Remember him, that bore the Name of Sc1pto, 
And tam'd the Afric& Slaves; His Steps purſue. 
He, if my Computation prove not wrong, 

Juſt three and thirty Years ago, Reſign'd 

As Great a Soul, as ever Filld a Roman: 

His Fame Survives, Incapable of Death! 

Prithee, go on to Imitate His Vertues, 

Bend all thy Thoughts againſt the Tawny Sons 

Of Africk : Let 'em feel thy Vengeful Arm! 

Sleep not, till thou haſt Raz'd that haughty Cy, 
Which, in my wakefu! Hours, diſturbs my Thoughts, 
And riſes dreadful to me in my Dreams. 

Then Caro ſhall be ever bound to thank thee, 
Ev'n juſt, when he Expires, ſhall CaTo thank thee, 
For Ending all his Fears, and Saving Rome. 


Scip. Great Patriot! condeſcend to hear me ſpeak, 
And tell thee Something, that do's yet Surprize me, 
Not long- ago, dear L#1.1ms, and I 
Spent a whole Ev'ning in a grave Diſcourſe, 
Touching that Wondr'ous Alan, you fo Extoll, 

And Point out, as a Pattern to be follow'd, 
Worthy indeed; but then, how hard to Copy! 


+ That 
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# That ſelf-ſame Night, when Sleep had clos'd 
mine Eyes, 

Methought, I ſaw the Viſage of a Narrior 
Approaching me, with a Majeſtick Mien: 
Such Conſternation did I never know! 
For each Par ticular Hair did ſtand an End, 
And Horror ſeiz d me, ſuch as ſtruck me Dumb! 
When thus the Glorious Shade, in Friendly Manner; 
* Draw nearer, and Remove thy needleſs Fears: 
* 'm Sciro. See'ſt thou not Perfidious Carthage 
** Bent on Renewing War? Brave Youth! prepare 
For Battle. Go, and Proſper. Act like Scipio: 
“ And ſince my powrtul Arm could not Accompliſh 
* The mighty Work, evn 2 Right Hand ſhall do it. 


Well-pleas'd he Spake, and with a Smile withdrew. 
jt And is there not Divinity in Dreams 

6 Gods! what a ſtrong Deſire I find within me, 

1 To Gratify that Honcurable Ghoſt, 

To fix Rome's Empire, and to pleaſe old Cato! 


| 
| | But we too long have from our Subjed Rov'd, 
ll Be not Offended, if I dare Recall thee, 

jo Thou Learned Advocate of Fecble Age. 


þ Cato. That noble Ardour, which th' important 
Vilion 

| Has ſtirr'd up in thee, fills my Heart with Joy: 0 
i Scipio! Thou canſt not make too bold with Caro. 14 
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But, ſure, Od Age requires no Orator 
To plead her Cauſe; Gods ! They are Loſt to Shame, 
That dare Malign Her, on whom Deep Experience 
Waits Sedulous, and gives Succels to Aon. 
Why did our Great Fore-Fathers, truly Wiſe ! 
Call the Firſt Council, in all Rome, the Senate? 
Why are we ſtil'd, The Fathers of our Country? 
Is it not Aze, nobly Adorn'd with H iſdom, 
That Dignifies a Roman Senator? 
Think upon Sparta, where the Beſt of Laws 
Were kept in Force, and rigid Vertue taught; 
There Honour ſtill was paid, where-ever due, 
Youth was well Govern'd, and Old Age Rever'd. 
From thence let Rome learn Manners, let her bluſh, 
To ſee Herſelf leſs Civiliz'd, than Sparta. 
Whate'er Men practiſe, this muſt ſtill be true, 
Cool Reas ning, and Affairs of Weight, belong 
To Sober Heads, Seaſon'd with Years and Wiſdom. 
The World has often felt the ſad Effects 
Ot being Rul'd by Inadvertent Youth. 
Can Empires hope to thrive, or States to flouriſh, 
When haſty Boys are left to hold the Reins? 
And the deep Arts of Policy depend 
On thoughtleſs Lads, who Want themſelves a Guardian? 
Sure to Miſcarry, as that head-long Boy, 
Who durſt attempt the Charior of the San, 
And vainly hop'd to Regulate the gane 
And Guide the flaming Carr with blameleſs Skill: 
Till Phabus check d his Haſte, and ſav 4 tue World. 
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Lel. But do's not Mem'ry fail, as Age comes on > 
Are not the bright Ideas of the Mind, 
When the fine Traces of the Brain decay, 
Quite overcaſt, like to a Summer's Ev'ning, 
Quite cover'd with a Cloud of dark Oblivion 


Cato. The Soul of Man's endu'd with noble Pow'rs, 
She Apprehends, ſhe Reaſons, and Concludes ; 
And Reminiſcence is her main Perfection. 
But all theſe Faculties Unexerciſed 
Contract a Ruſt, and loſe their Native Brightneſs. 
The Underſtanding, Memory, and Fudement, 
Of Courſe will fail, be quite Expung'd, and Raz'd, 
Unleſs Philoſophy dilates their Pow'rs, 
And calls forth all their hidden Strength and Vigour, 
Juſt like the Sur's refreſhing Beams, that warm 
A tender Bad, and open all its Beauties. 
Blame not od Age, when Reaſon's Lamp burns dim; 
Tis owing to our Want of Induſtry 
To keep it bright. Do's e'er the Sou! grow Old? 
Would we beſtow but equal Care upon her, 
With our frail Bodies, and our barren Fre/ds, 
O! what a Heav'nly Crop would She afford us? 


Thus Homes, Hes10D, and SiMoNIDEs, 
Bards of Renown! Thus ſtern Philoſophers, 
PyTHAGORAS, DEMOcRITUs, and PLATo, 
Protracted Life beyond the uſual Term, 
Nor did their Studies find an Earher Period; 

Age could not Violate their lively Wit, 
Nor hinder them in their Purſuits of Knowledge; 


But 
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But All, like Heroes, evn in Love with Toils; 
Suflain'd the Vigour of their Minds, till Death. 


Scip. Thanks to Great CaTo! we will Vindicate 
0/d Age henceforth from its firſt Calumny, 
Which now appears to Us in Genuine Colours. 
Caro himſelf's a living Confutation 
Of all, that can be ſaid to make it Odious: 
How is he lov'd, careſs'd, admir'd, ador'd ! 


Awe, without Rigour, temper'd with a Sweetneſs, 
Still recommends him to the Yung, and Old: 
Whatever Converfation He is in, 

Caro is fill Belov'd, his Friends Improv'd. 


La. My Heart is full of Gratitude to Caro, 
And big with Admiration of his Wiſdom. 
How do his Precepts point out Happineſs, 
And clear our Minds from Prejudice and Error! 


But now the envious Night, with dusky Wings, 
Spreads the ſweet Face of Heav'n, and calls to Reſt, 
In ſolemn Manner, Birds, and Beaſts, and Men. 


Cato. Enough of Talk at preſent. Friends! to 
Morrow 
We'll meet again, and our Diſcourſe reſume. 
Sweet be your Slumbers, till the Birds awake 
May all the Guardian Gods of Rome protect you! 


Scip. Car d's a Guardian Angel to his Friends, 
That Man, whom he Directs, and Loves, muſt Proſper. 
E The 
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The loſing, for a while, the cheerful Day- light, 
Strikes me with leſs Concern, than CaTo's Abſence. 
Oh! how I long to ſee the Morn return, 
And Rome's old Cenſor !-— Lælius, faithful Friend 
Let thy ſweet Garden be the deſtin'd Place, 
Where we ſhall next behold his God/ike Face: 
Miſtaken Perſians may Adore the Sun; 
There's a more Real God, when CaTo's come. 


END of the FIRST Book. 
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BOOK II 


LALIUS u his Garden, Solus. 


Len 


Nie ndſbip, Thou Ornament of Human Life! 

Thou Myſtic Union of Immortal Spirits! 

Better 1t were for me to find the Abſence 

Of cheerful Day-light, and the glort- 
ous Sun, | 

Than be Depriv'd of this Important Bleſſing. 

How vain is all the Rowan Pomp, and Greatneſs ? 

How empty, how inſipid, Wealth, and Honours? 

What Wleaſure can the ſtatelieſt Palace yield? 

What Mirth in Wine 2 or in Ambroſial Fruit 

What Sweetneſs? What theſe ſpacious Gardens 
round me ? | 

How ſad, and lonely! fill'd with Shade, and Horror! 

What ſolid Comfort from Hea/th unimpair'd ? 

What ev'n is Vertue? What is Godlike CAro, 


Without he Preſence of my Friend © O Scipio! 
E 2 — Where 
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Where art Thon? Sure no IIlneſs has befall'n him | 
I feel my Blood run cold at that Expreſſion: 
He us'd to be more Punctual to his Hour: 
Laſt Night, at Parting, he aſſur'd me, thus, 
& To Morrow we will meet, before 0! Caro, 
e And try to Recollect his Arguments: 
® Twill pleaſe him, when he finds, that we have 
** Weigh'd 
* His former Lectures; that he has not ſpent 
* His Breath in vain; but we grow Wiſe from CaTo. 


But here my Sc1P1o comes! (Adieu to Sorrow!) 
Smiling, as uſual! All, I'm ſure, goes well. 
There's Grace, and Dignity, in ev'ry Geſture, 
His Countenance is full of Truth and Honour ! 


SCIPIO Enters. 


Sci. Hail, worthy LxL1vs! Pardon my Delay, 
Some urgent Buſſ neſs kept me, till J fear, 
*Tis paſt th appointed Hour. I hope you're well. 


Le!. Ten Thouſand Jealouſies began to ſeize me, 
Th Effect of Tenderneſs, that knows no Name! 
Oar Friendſhip has endur'd the — Trials, 
Our Souls are mingled, like the pureſt Streams; 
And Screio, and LxLIUs, are but one. * 

Then wonder not, if I am rack'd with Tortures, 


When you're forgetful of your Boſom Friend, 
A Friend, that needs muſt die at your Diſpleaſure, 


And hardly breathes the common Air without you! 


— 
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Scip. 1 know the firm Affection of thy Heart, 
We never Lov'd, like mean and vulgar Souls, 
And may you Hare me, LxLIUs, if my Breaſt 
Glows not with an Untainted, Mutual Ardour 
But here is CATro— LXI Ius is my Friend 
For ever! and I Rev'rence CAro, as a God. 


CaTo Enters. 


Cato. J had been Preſent ſooner, worthy Friends! 
But ſome Great Buſineſs call'd me to the Senate: 
Can you believe it! tho” ſtrict * Laws are made 
I' Extinguiſn Brib ry, yet, ev'n Brib'ry's there © 
That ſome Grave Senators, for ſordid Gain, 

Wou'd Sell their Liberties, and Give up Rome? 
That, what is ſtill yet more, they wou'd not Scruple 
To Pawn their Gods, and Throw-off all Religion ? 


Scip. Diſmal to Think! Some, of Patrician Blood 
Oft take the Freedom to launch out too boldly, 
And turn, what's Sacred, into Ridicule : 

The Sybil's Boote, deem'd Holy and Inſpir'd, 
By evry vertuous Roman, are become 
(Do's it not Sound Incredible?) the Theme 
Of Publick Rail”ry, and Licentious IVit. 


Cato. Degen'rate Vit! how fullof Guilt and Danger! 
How Dear a Jeſt is that, which ſtains my Soul! 
Are there no Righteous Gods, that Rule the Skies, 
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* The Cincian Law was particularly ſtrict againſt Bi- 
very of all Sorts, | 
| And 
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And Puniſh Men ? Is there no Vengeance o'er us ? 
Impiety may Shake the Walls of Rome - | 
Vice is a greater Foe to Her, than Carthage. 
But let Us leave this Melancholy Subject, 
CaTo can do no more, for wicked Rome, 


Than He has done. II She muſt fall, She muſt-— 


—-— Methinks, 1 ſee an A Shape before me, 
The Creature of my Fancy, like 0/d Age, 
Dreſs'd in a decent Garb, with cheerful Looks: 
“ Go on, ſhe ſeems to ſay, Undaunted Caro 
And plead my long - neglected Cauſe; Repell 
*The bold, impertinent Attacks of Touth. 


Obedient, tho' to an imagin'd Voice, 
Let Me the Second Argument Explore, 
Brought to Diſcredit that C/ comely Matron, 
And rudely Laugh Her out of Countenance. 

* Curſe on old Age, it all our Strength impairs, * 
And fills the Body with Infirmities! 
Such is the Language of unthinking Mortals ! 


Abſurd Complaint ! I'm forry, that the World 
Can ſay, that ever any Roman us'd it: 
Too ſure an Indication of a Mind 
With dim Suffuſion veil'd, and ayfant Folly ; 
Or Diſſolutely Bent, a Slave to Luſt! 
When frantick Age would Bring back vig'rous Youth, 
Recal its former Strength of Bones, and Sinews, 
Sticrd up with warm Defires, and reſtleſs Longings, 
To Run thro' an Unworthy Scene of Arion, 

Perhaps, 
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Perhaps, to Double all its Guilt, and Shame, 


Act over, what's th' Effect of Brutiſb Force, 


Or Carnal Appetite, (Alas!) to Do 
Once more, what better it had never done! 


CaTo's grown Old: A Century has paſs'd him, 
But never forc'd a Murmur from his Lips: 
I dare Appeal to Him, that Makes the Thunder, 
I have not once Repin'd, but ſtill been Thankful, 
A Hardy Swain, freſh with the Bloom of Years, 
As well might ask the Gods, To give him Nerves, 
Such, as the Warlike Elephant may Boaſt; 
As I could offer up this Pray'r to Heav'n, 
With Decency, or any Shew of Reaſon 
* Oye Immortal Pow'rs! lcok down in Pity, 
On a decrepid Wretch, diſtreſs'd with Age! 
Make Youth, and all its Warmth, return upon him, 
Make him Begin the Stage of Life afreſh : 
And give him auth, Immortal as Dur own. 


Such W:/hes are Prepoſt'rous, out of Nature, 
And Heav'n Abbors ſuch Incenſe : Grateful Pray'r * 
Muſt be a Juſt Requeſt, not the Lewd Cravings 
Ot Appetite Debauch'd, or Blinded Regſon. 


The Strength of Miro Grew into a Proverb, 
His brawny Arms could rend the tougheſt Oak, 
And bend its Rtubborn Limbs, which Wind, nor 
Tempeſt, 
Nor Lightning ſhot from Heav'r, cou'd cer Subdue: 


* ide Prat. AL. 2. 
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He, when grown Aged, if Report be true, 
Once, on th' Olympian Courſe, Betray'd a Mind, 
Greatly Impair'd, Debas'd beyond Expreſſion! 
When the IWretch Pin'd, and Sicken'd at the Sight 
Of vig'rous Wreſtlers Acting Manly Feats ; 
And with a Sigh, Repeated from his Heart, | 
Exclaim'd againſt the Weakneſs of his Shoulders ; . 


Thrice did the Fool, with Tears, Exclaim, © 0 * 


«* What would I Give, if thou wert Jung again? 

« Toung, as thou wert, when I could Lift an Oæ 

With Pleaſure; Fling with Eaſe a craggy Rock, 

Or, with theſe Hands, now Cramp' d with trem- 
=> bling Age, 

« Could have Torn up the whole Dodonean Foreſt. 

Fit Language only for a Brute to utter! 


Reaſon Refines a Man, Exalts his Thoughts j 

He looks on Health, and Strength, as outward 
Hhleſſings, 

And thanks the Gods for his Proportion of them, 
But his Great Soul is Bent on Nobler Views, 
Than Low Attainments, which to Ee be long: 
With Love of Vertue, and of Wiſdom, Fir'd, 
He Lays out all his Life in their Improvement; 
Until they ſhine in their Unſully'd Luſtre, 
And ſpread the Brighteſt Rays of Glory round him. 


To fill the Mind with various Kinds of Knowledge; 


And make it Scorn Parſuits, that are beneath it, 
Is the ſure Way to Honour: Here, t Excel 

Is truly Excellent, the Height of Greatneſs! 
Here, ev 'n Ambition is no Crime, but Vertue | 4 
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O! had I Leiſure to Recount the Names 5 
Of all thoſe Deathleſs Sires, whoſe Learned Labours 
Serve to Improve, and Civilize the World, 
Whoſe Vig'rous Studies Triumph'd over Years ; 
I muſt Unfold the Sacred Books of Fame, 


Shew a Surprizing Liſt of Greeks, and Romans 
Immortaliz'd in Characters of Gold. 


Lel. Forgive me, Caro! if I interrupt thee ; 
What Orator, with Dignity and Grace, 
Can eer Suſtain his Part, and Gain Applauſe, 
If he's to Mount the Roſtrum for his Client, 
With Fault'ring Voice, and Lurgs with Age decay'd? 


Cato, I know not, how it is: but CaTo's Old; 
You ſee, what Silver Locks his Temples Grace! 
His Hoary Beard wears an Uncommon Length: 


But, from my Inmoſt Sou], I thank the Gods, 


(The Authors, and Preſervers of my Being!) 

That Pe theſe Lungs, which Life Inſpire, are ſtrong, 
And with Unwaſted Vigour Do their Office; 

Ev'n now, that Tuneful Melody of Voice, 
Which Nature gave me, and no Art Improv'd, 
Charms more than ever, and is Mellower Grown, 
gweetly Expiring ; in Decay Delicious! 

Much Like the Snowy Swan's Prophetic Strain, 
(Inſtructive Emb/crr, not unmark'd by * PLATO!) 
Juſt ready to Expire, She's heard to Sing 


* Vie Prat, Pp. 


1 


Her own fad Elegy in moving Accents: 

Her Dying Voice is clear, from Hoarſeneſs free, 
And ſitting on the Bank of murmuring Waters, 
Or gliding mournful down the Silver Stream, 
She ſeems to Rival PHILOMELA's Notes, 

And fill th* Adjacent Woods, with Softeſt Muſick. 


Tell me, what meets with greater Veneration; 
Point out a comelier Spectacle on Earth; 
What gains more Love, and draws more ſtrict 

Attention, 

Than a Grave, Good, Old Patriot, that harangues 
The People, when the Publick Good requires 1t ? 
With what ſuperior Grace does ev'ry Word 
Flow from him? Soft and Mild, his Eloquence 
Drops on his Audience like the Morning Dew. 
Authority attends on his Diſcourſes, 
And, if they want the Fire of Noiſy Youth, 
Yet the deep Senſe, and well-digeſted Periods, 
Deliver'd with a Calm and Even Temper, 
Diſcover Prudence, and Intrinſick Weight: 
So Shallow Waters Rage and Foam the moſt, 
Whilſt the deep Stream Untroubled Glides along. 


Scip. To be an Orator, is a Perfection, 
CaTo! That Iz, and more like Tow, may Boaſt of: 
But Nature laviſhes her Gifts on Few: 
The Arts of Thinking, and of Speaking Well, 
She gives with ſparing Hand: How Rare to ſee. 
Touth, or Old Age, with Eloquence Adorn'd ! 


Cato, 
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Cato. Thanks to the Gods, that CA ro has a Tongue 
To plead the Orphar's, and the IVidow's Cauſe, 
And ſerve his Country ! Happy He, whoſe Voice 
Divinely Charms, when Rome Requires his Saccour ! 


But what if all the Pow'rs of Elocution 
Vaniſh, as Para/yt:c& Age comes on? 
Has the Old Patriot nothing left to boaſt of? 
To Recreate himſelf, and Profit others? 
Tell me, who Diſciplines the Roman Touth, 
And trains them up to Arts, and Arms, and Wiſdom ? 
For whom 1s that Important Work Reſerv'd, 
But for Grey Hairs? a Fleaſing, Glorious Tail ! 
Such as Thy Anceſtors (Great Scir1o! ) lov'd, 
Content not to be Wiſe Themſelves Alone, 
But fond to make, ev'n Others like Themſelves, 
And Build up Touth on Vertue's firmeſt Baſis. 


In that Old Portico, of Doric Model, 
Erected in the midſt of Scrp1o's Gardens, 
Where Rome affords a Venerable Proſpect; 
Ott, heretofore, I've ſeen AM1L1vs ſtand, 
And PuBL1vs too, with Crowds of Pupils round them. 
The two Great Sires, with Pleaſure, ſeem'd to dictate 
Sublime Inſtructions : Long they Flouriſh'd both, 
Intuſing Knowledge into Tender Age ; ment, 
And Heav'n, well - pleas'd with their Divine Employ- 
Gave them a freſh Recruit of Vig'rous Spirits, 
Sufficient for the Lamp of Life to Laſt 
Clear, as at firſt, and, with a B/aze, Expire. 


1 Lel. 
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Lal. None will preſume to contradict thee, CAro! 
That ſome Renown'd Examples Shine in Records, 
Of Old Mer flouriſhing in Tutbful Strength, 

And filling the laſt Intervals of Life 

With Vertuous Deeds (fo great ME TELL us liv'd, 
Knowing no Weakneſs, nor yet Pauſe of Action, 
Till Death; Ev'n CaTo is a Living Inſtance!) 
But, ah! what Objects ſtrike us ev'ry where, 
Ugly, and fad to look on, with an Aſpect 
Horrid and meagre, pale as trembling Ghoſts, 
That walk their N ghtly Rounds to frighten Mortals? 
And what are theſe, but Men worn out with Age, 
And dire, Incumbent Evils, that attend it? 
Enough to ſhew, what Havock ſtubborn Time, 
And Years, can bring on our frail Conſtitutions! 


Cato. Young Man! forbear to mention Grievances 
That flow from Path miſpent, and vitious Courſes 
Believe me, tis unjuſt, to heap on Age 
Reproaches, more than it deſerves to bear. 

Give Helliſh Luft its Due; ſeverely Laſh 
Intemperance , there ſpend thy Keeneſt Satire, 
Thou canſt not bring too black a Charge againſt them. 
Theſe, LxzL1vs! Theſe, exhauſt the Vital Juices, 
Emaciate Men; whilſt Innocent 0/d Age 

Is griev'd to find them dwindled into Shadows. 


Learn the Gree Tongue, whilſt * Youth befriends 
thy Studies, 
(A Language fit for Gods, that ſpeak in Thunder!) 


* Cato learn'd the Greek Tongue, when he was Old. 
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I charge thee do it—— XEenoePron will tell thee, 

How Cx Rus, that brave Prince, for Empire born, 

Stretch'd on his Death-bed, where Ve all muſt come, 

Gave God-like Precepts to his Weeping Sons, 

And others: Hear me, (ſaid the Dying King) 

„The Way to Health, the Way to Strength, and 
** Honour, 

* Is, To be Vertuous, Vertue ne'er wants Youth, 

Nor Health, nor Vigour, nor Immortal Bloom. 

Thanks to the Bounteous Gods, who gave me Life! 

* And made it Proſp'rous! Not, thro' all its Progreſs, 

Did I eer feel a Symptom of Decay; | 

* Shew Cyrus one Enfeebled Part about him! 

His Joynts are firmly knit, unhurt with War! 

* True! He ſhall Dye, but freſh with Strength and 
Glory! 

* And, when he Dyes, he ſhall not ceaſe to Be. 


* Miſtaken Friends! weep not at my Departure, 
* ſhall be Somewhere, when I am not Here. 
* The Soul, which ne'er was ſeen by Mortal Eye, 
* Exiſts Immortal, an Unbody'd Shade, 
* When Man expires. Then, then ſhall Cyxys live, 
* When all is Life, and all is Sou! about him. 


Excuſe me, LxLIVSs! if I grow Prolix, 
(Aze is addicted to the Love of Tales) 
But how am I in Tranſport loſt to think 
On NesTor, kept alive by Homer's Pen! [ ploits 
The Long: livd Greek, with Pleaſure counts th* Ex- 
Done by him, whilſt he thrice beheld Mankind 


Decay, and Riſe; Years heap'd on Loads of Years, 
Extinguiſh'd 
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Extinguiſh'd not his Eloquence, or Valour. 

The Name of NesTor warms ev'n CaTo's Veins, 
And fills him, Scirio! with the Hopes of Life 
To bleſs the Day, when Carthage is no more — 


Scip. Long live, Great Caro! long as NesToR's 
CarTo's Inferior to Him but in Days. [ Days! 
What Sweetneſs dwells for ever on thy Tongue? 
What Terror waits upon thy Martial Proweſs? 

If Fate Reſerves another HANNIBAL ! 

To ſtorm our Gates, to call us forth to Battle, 
And ſet the jarring World again in Flames; 

Let Caro live; And, Carthage! Thou ſhalt Fall. 
Then Rome ſhall have no other Foe, but Rome. 


Lal. And may he live to ſave her from Her-/elf ! 
Live to reſtore the Ancient Roman Vertue, 
To call back Juſtice, and to expiate Guilt ! 


Nor have we Cauſe to dread the Loſs of CA ro; 
Bleſs'd Patriot! how we gaze with Wonder on thee ! 
Some Pour Inviſible ſupports thy Strength, 

And keeps thee Safe, that thou mayſt Guard Mankind. 
Elſe Heav'r's Indulgence had not ſhowr'd upon thee, 
Such Bleſſings: Ave Touth, and Strenuous Age ! 


Cato. Heav'n claims the ligheſt Gratitude from Cato, 
Without whoſe Favour: we are helpleſs Beings ; 
We ſhould ev'n ceaſe to Be : No more, than Creatures. 
Therefore Dependent ! Tis to Heav'n I owe 
That Fortitude, which ſtill bore up my Mind, 
Thro all the Hardſhips, and the Toils of War, 
” And 
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And carry'd me ſecure from Clime to Clime, 
Loaden with Conqueſt, and the Spoils of Nations. 
To the ſame Bounty of the Gods I owe, 

That all, my Youthful Fire is not conſum'd, 

But ſtill a kindly, gentle Warmth runs thro' me, 
Supplying all the Vigour Nature asks. 


Im able yet to Succour the Diſtreſs'd, 


To mount the Roſtrum, and to plead a Cauſe 
Who-eer fees Caro turn away a Client, 

And leave his Wrongs to be Redreſs'd by Others? 

Is he not Hoſpitably kind to Strangers? 

Is not the Welfare of his Friends, and Country 
The Study of his Life? Is Life it ſelf 

Eſteem'd by him too dear a Sacrifice, 

Or Worth one painful Thought, when Rome demands it? 


Scip. Great Soul! we know thy Worth, and we 
adore thee ; | 
Whate'er is Brave, and Good, belongs to CAaTo. 


O, be not angry, if I ſpeak my Thoughts 
Enlighten'd, and improv'd, by thy Diſcourſe ! 


It ill becomes a Man advanc'd in Years, 
To boaſt of Sinews, and of equal Vigour 
With freſh, Uninjur'd Nerves: And 'tis Preſumption 
For untaught Jouth, Impertinently Gay 
To ſlight Experienc'd Age, that claims Reſpect. 
Behold! how Nature, Miſtreſs of the World, 
Dreſſes in ſweet Variety each Seaſon; 
Spring, Summer, Autumn, and the boary Hinter! 


So ſhe beſtows, on ev'ry Part of Life, 
Endow- 
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Endowments proper to adorn its Station. 

Life flows on Regular, thro! all its Stages: 
Youth makes it ſwell up in Tumultuous Tides ; 
But Riper Age cools and abates its Fury : 


As it draws nearer to Eternity, | [pire! 


That Mighty Gulf, which ſwallows Time's whole Em. 
It learns a quiet, and a gentle Motion, 

Gliding unruffled in the ſofteſt Current. 

Thus, when grown 0/d, we are mature for Death, 
But not unfit to Live, and Seaſon others 

With ſuch Experience, as our Years have gain'd. 
And what's Corporeal Strength, Gigantick Force, 
Weigh'd, and compar'd with Pythagorean Wiſdom? 
Why ſhould 0/d Mer their Weakly State Deplore, 
And ask a new Supply of Junger Spirits? [ledgs, 
Have they not trac'd the Boundleſs Fields of Know- 
Reap d num'rous Harveſts, gather'd up Experience? 
From long Purſuits Return'd, ſucceſsful, Home, 
Laden with Riches, and the Spoils of Wiſdom ? 


Cato. Experienc'd Age, a Young Man” s Strength 
Requires 

No more, than Youth wants Catches to Support it. 
Haſt thou not ſeen (my Friend!) Old Massa vigsa, 
That dear Numidian Prince, whom Elder Scrpro 
To his Loſt Realms * Reſtard? (a Noble Work 
Worthy of Scipio, and the Beſt of Romans, 
To Pluck Uſurpers down, and ſet up Monarchs, 
Whom Nature, and the Gods, deſign'd for Empire!) 


— 


* Ran, lib. 30. cap. 44. 
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He (ſtrange to tell!) ev'n now, Exults in Youth, 
Amidſt Old Age; Walks, Mounts the Fiery Steed, 
Marches Bare-headed, ſometimes over Hills 


Bleak with cold Winds, and ſhiv'ring Snows; and oft | 


Endures the ſcorching Heats of Lybias Sands; 
Indiff rent in his Choice; ſtill freſh for Toils ! 


Uſe Exerciſe, and Temperance; Learn theſe Fertuet, 
Which, when the Ev'ning Tide of Life Arrives, 
Will all the Rigour of Old Age Abate, 
As Winter Froſts the Sun's kind Warmth Diſſolves. 


Scip. My Father, CaTo! was no Stranger to Lou; 
(Pardon me, if his Name provokes my Tears!) 
But neither Exerciſe, nor Abſtinence, 


Nor à Chaſt, Vertuous Life, could all ſuffice 


To Crown the Parrior's Head with Length of Days: 
Sickneſs, and lingring Pains conceal'd that Luſtre, 
Which would, with Double Strength, have ſhone upon 


Had he been able to Lay forth his Genius (him, 
In its true, native Greatneſs. So I've ſeen 


A Sullen Cloud obſcure a Glorious Day. 


Cato. Some Conſtitutions are not Good by Nature: 


And, juſt like Lamps plac'd in unwholſome Air, 


That burn but weakly, ſo their Languid Spirits 


Okt need Recruits, or elſe, by flow Degrees, 
Expire: Here double Diligence and Care 
Will ſcarce preſerve the Tenement of Clay 
In Coarſe Repair. The crazy, tender Frame, 
With the leaſt Imjury, will fall to Pieces, 
8 
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But, Friend! I beg you, Hear me with Attention; 
The Human Body is a Cabinet, | 
That holds a Jet of the Richeſt Value, 
Worth more, than All the Roman Arms have won. 
It is the Soul, my Friends! an Active Being, 
Immortal, pure, and to the Gods Ally'd ! 
Here wiſely lay out all your Gen rous Pains, 
To keep its ſeveral Faculties at work, 
And Cultivate them with the Beſt Improvements : 
Elſe, when Dim Age Invades the Caſe of Fleſh, 


Darkneſs will ſpread ;he Mind, and Clouds of Error 3, 
A Total Darkneſs, without Hopes of Day! 5 


O Spiritual Blindneſs, Diſmal and Forlorn! 


Not with more Vigilance, and deep Concern, 
Do's the pale Veſta! Watch the Holy Fire, | 
And Cheriſh, Day, and Night, the Gentle Flame: 
Than ev'ry Viſe and Fersuous Man Obferves 
The Poſture of his Soul; Improves its Brightneſs; 
With curious Eye, inſpects the ſmalleſt Blemiſh, 
That fain would Darken, and Impair its Light, 
Creep o'er the Mirrour, like a Miſt or Dew, 

And ſpoil the bright Reflection of the Foce 
Divine, Th' Eternal Author of its Being ! 


For want of this due Care, and well-ſpent Labour, 


Age grows Delirious, Sluggiſh, and Inactive: 
Juſt like ſome Amen Fabrick laid in Ruins, 
The Pity, or the Scorn, of All that fee it 


Remember now, I charge you, theſe Injunctions; 
Jo on, Vieftriows Touwrbs, as you've Begon, 
To 
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To tread the unfrequented Paths of Vertue, 

And let your Minds be fully bent on Wiſdom! 

Thus you'll behold the laſt, frail Part of Life 

Shine bright; Adorn'd with all, that's Great and 
Lovely; , 

Auguſt Authority, and high Eſteem. 

You'll Scorn to with for new Recruits of Strength, 

To Live oer Life again, Again Repent. 

All, that Jung Men Poſſeſs of Real Worth, 

Youll, yer, Enjoy, and only Wart their Follies. 


Let the Nerves ſlacken, and the Limbs grow weak, 
The Mind ſhall flouriſh in Immortal Youth, 
Unhurt amidſt a Load of dire Oppreſſions, 
The Wrecks of Sickneſs, and the Cruſb of Years. 


CaTo has more to ſay; But Buſineſs calls him. 
What-e'er Remains of our Important Subject, 
Some other Seaſon, we'll Diſcuſs, Farewell ? 


Exit Caro. 


Scip. Let us go Home, and e'er we Sleep this Night, 
Call to Remembrance, what hag paſs'd to Day, 
What CaTo Spoke, and what the Gods might Hear. 


Lel. O Scipio! Matchleſs Friend! when Thou art 
with me, 


The Loſs of CaTo hardly do's. Afſect me: 

I hear Him with a ſecret Kind of Dread; 

I love him, but that Love is mix'd with Fear : 

From Thee, Sweer Soul! each Thought, each Word 
do's flow 
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With graceful Tenderneſs, in Accents mild, 


Such as Inform and Raviſh all my Sou“! 


Scip. Kind L*L1vs! thou ſhalt Sup, this Night, 


with me; 
I durſt not Importune the Cenſor's Preſence : 
Affairs of Moment call the Patriot from us. 
Happy, that we ſo long detain'd him here! 
Caro has left Us to take Care of Rome. 


So it oft” happens in the Realms Above, 
At ſome great Banquet, when Tremendous Jove 
Retires from the Inferior Deities, 
To weigh th' Event of Things, and Rule the Skies: 
All pay low Homage at his Parting Nod, 
And wait, with Patience, for their Sovereign God, 
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SCIP1O, Sleeping on his Couch, ſurpriæ d by 
CATO and LXxLIAVUs. 


L X LIU S. 


EE, CaTo! our dear Friend lies 
ſtretch'd at Eaſe 

Upon his Couch ; and Sleep, the gen- 

— tleſt Bleſſing 

That Heav'n imparts to Men, with ſoft Opprelſſion 

Has ſeiz d his drowſed Senſe; His Fancy's loſt 

In Multitude of Dreams. Alas! I hear him 

Cry out with eager Voice, Immortal! CA ro! 

Again — he cries — Proud Carthage ig no more! 


Cato. 
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Cato. The broken Images of Things appear 
So ſtrong, and lively to him in his Slumbers 
That Sleep flies from him, and he Wakes —- 


Scip. O Caro! 
I bluſh to be ſurpriz d in ſuch a Poſture, 
That Sc1p10, gay, with all the Bloom of Youth, 
Should thus give up himſelf to Indolence; 
Whilft CaTo's watchful for his Country's Good! 
O! how I bluſh to think on't ? Truſt me, Friends, 
My future Conduct ſhall be an Atonement. 
But while the dear Remembrance of my Dream 
Is freſh, permit me to Rehearſe it, Ca To! 


It needs muſt be, that when the active Soul, 
Perceives her Partner, with hard Drudg'ry, tir'd, 
And all its Spirits ſunk in ſweet Repoſe; 

She grows more Free, acts like a Spirituous Being, 
Wantons at large, and, charm with Liberty, 
Becomes Enamour'd with a Thouſand Objects. 


Methought, I ſaw Great CA ro ſtand before me, 
And LxL1vs with him; His Divine Inſtructions 
FilPd me with Wonder and Delight : He ſpoke, 

As he is always Wont, in Style Sublime, 

His Sentiments were Deep, his Speech was Graceful; 
Sound were his Doctrines, not abſtracted Notions, 
Fetch'd from the Clonds, and empty Speculations 
But Rules laid down, to Terminate in Practice. 
Bleſs d Entertainment! (for who would not Sleep 


For Ever, to Enjoy ſuch Pleaſing Viſions ?) 
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But, on a Sudden, the whole Scene was chang'd, 
Order was loſt, and wild Diſtraction follow'd. 
Crowds of Ideas, ill: connected, fwarm'd 

All o'er my Brain, Creating hideous Forms : 

Not more Imperſect, and Confus'd the Dreams 

Of ſuch as Labour with ſome dire Diſeaſe. 

At length the Solemn Pomp of War appear'd, 

(A glorious Sight!) Ev'n Drpo's lofty City, 

In all her Grandeur Rofe before my Eyes, 

Seeming Invincible! — Like that proud Queen, 

To whom ſhe owes her Riſe, with haughty Scorn, 
She, from her Height, look' d down upon the Ocean, 
And ſaw it break its Billows at her Feet. 

But (ah!) what follow'd, would Tranſport thee, Caro! 
If it were Rea/, ſomething more than Dream: 

J found myſelf (Prodigious Poſt!) Entruſte(d 

With the Command of all the Roman Legions, 

To Finiſh, what my Axceſtor Begun. 


What a new Face of Things Appear'd in Carthage 
I ſaw her cloſe Beſieg'd, and loud Alarms 
Shook ev'ry Street; and ev'n My Name ſtruck Terror. 
How did her lofty Tow'rs, like [/:4m's, burn! 
And Smoaking Temples, fill the Sky with Horror 


But— CaTo! when the News of the Surrender 
Arriv'd, Exceſs of Foy at once Awak'd me. 


Cato. Exceſs of Joy muſt needs Awake thee, Scip to 
Carthage Beſirg'd, Half-Burnt, and Al Surrender d, 
Muſt, with Uncommon Gladneſs, ſwell thy Mind; 


Enough to Rouze Ex MioN from his Slumbers ! 
This 
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This Dream's an Omen of thy future Greatneſs, — 


Scip. Your Condeſcenſion highly will Oblige us, 
If, mindful of your Promiſe, you reſume, 
That long-neglected Subject, Hoary Age ! 
Hear, what Vo/uptuous Men are wont to ſay: 
* Old Age! I Dread thee. Thou art void of Pleaſure, 
Barren of Ev*ry Thing, that Glads the Soul! 


Cato. Believe me, Scipio! 'tis a Groundleſs Cavil, 
And ſuch, as None, but Libertines will Uſe. 
The Chaſt Delights, that muſt redound from Vertue, 
Can ne'er be Reap'd by ſuch Degenerate Minds. 
O Caro! Bleſs the Gods, that thou art Old, 
Arriv'd at that Full Age, where Folly Ends, 
Where Vicious Habits Die, and Vertze Reigns. 


Haſt Thou not heard of * Him, whoſe Skill ſurvey'd 
Earth, Sea, and Air, and the Empyreal Sky * 
Who Tavght ev'n PL ATO Knowledge? Thus, of Old, 
He Bleſs'd his Countrymen with wiſe Inſtructions ; 


* Tarentine Youths! Reform: And, cer too late, 
* Imbibe Good Counſel; Live by Wi/dom's Rules: 
* Corporeal Pleaſure is the Bane of Life, 
* The ſure Attendant, and the Curſe of Touth ! 
Hence the Perfections of the Mind are loſt, 
And Men, grown Savage, ſtrive t'Unhinge the World: 


— 
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e Hence Treachry, Rapes, Adulteries and Murdets; 
Make dreadful Havock, and provoke the Gods. 
Hence ev'n the Soul grows black, and all Impure, 
* Alas! how chang'd from what it ought to Be, 


And Was at firſt! The Pureſt Gift of Heav'n ! 


Immortal Spark of that Cæleſtial Fire, 

Once fetch'd from Jove's, high Aar, to Enliven 
Our Senſeleſs Clay” !/— Thus the Torentine Sage, 
Warn'd Inadvertent Tourh. Now, more than ever, 
Mankind is loſt — It has Abandon'd Yertue, 


| Immers'd in Vice! My Friends! the dire Effects 


Produc'd by foul Intemperance and Riot; 
Diſtract the World, and make Old Caro Weary, 
Ot Dwelling longer in this Sink of Vice. 


Lel. Thou Imitat'ſt the Gods in being Patient, 
When Wickedneſs Abounds: The Gods Prolong 
Thy Life, to keep Mankind from Growing IWor/e. 
What Bare-tac'd Wantonneſs would Rome Behold, 
It CaTo's Eye, whoſe Bend does awe the World, 
Make Lewdneſs Hide itſelf, and ev'n 1 Grow * 
Was Clos'd, for ever Clos'd? 


Cato. Thanks to Old Age, that Kills the Ranker 
Weeds 


Of Nature, and keeps down her wildeſt Efforts ! 


That gives Men Temper ; Weakens their Deſires, 


To Blacken o'er with Guilt, th' affrighted Conſcienct, 
And Do, what Good Men tranble but to Think of ! 


o 
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* Vide Vat. Max, Lib. 2. Cap. 10. SENEC. Egiſt. 97. 
a |. | Scip. 


301 


Scip. It is Reported; Heretofore at Athens, 

* A Great Philoſopher, in Publick, Taught, 
That Senſual Pleaſure was the only Good, 

The End, and the Perfection of our Wiſhes: 

A Dang'rous Do@rine, that I Bluſh to Think of! 


Cato. Think on it with Contempt, as it Deſerves ; 
And, if its Author meant Corporeal Pleaſure, 
And not that pure, unmix'd Delight, that flows 
From a Divine, and Intellectual Calm, 
From a Serenity, and Eaſe of Mind: 
Treat Him, and all the Impious Herd, with Scorn. 


But whither do's my Ardent Zeal tranſport me? 
Ye Bounteous Gods! give Tung Men Senſe to judge, 
Where Honour's due, and make them fond to pay it; 
Fond to beſtow on Age, Well-plac'd Reſpect, 

Which frees us from the Luxury of Tourh, 
Surfeits, and all the Drudgeries of Vice. 


And where's the Harm, Good Scipio! if Old Men 
Grow Chaſt and Sober; and what Time the Fate: 
Allow them Life, is all Sedate and Cool, 

Serene, and Calm, as a clear Summer's Sky, 

When Mid-Day Heats, give Place to Gentle Winds! 
Miſtake me not, a few calm, temp'rate Moments 
Are better, than whole Years miſpent in Riot. 
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Happy the Man! (the Gods might ſtyle him happy) 
Who, like FABRITIVs, full of Fame and Days, 
Retires from Rome (the Scene of Noife, and Buſineſs!) 
To the Sweet Bleſſings of a Rara! Life! 
There lives, like his Great Anceſtors, content 
With frugal Diet, ſuch, as Nature loves: 
Methinks, I ſee our Old, Renown'd * D:&ator, 
Returning from the Fields, which his Own Hands 
Had Till'd; The Wond'ring Swains about him Croud, 
To hear Inſtructive Stories, which he tells, 
Not Grudging; Thus, in Peace, he Recreates 
Himſelf with Cheerful Meals, and harmleſs Talk. 
Believe me, CaTo ne'er will bid Defiance 
To Temp'rate Mirth, he can be Wiſely Gay; 
| Enjoy a Friend with Inoffenſive Pleaſure, 
Uſe all the Freedoms, + XENoPHown Allows ; 


% This He can Do, my Friends! and ſtill be Caro. 
IP 
Witneſs, ye Sabine Fields! that what I ſay, 
Is true. There oft in my Calm, Healthy Dwelling, 
My Friends flock to me in a Winter Ev'n; 
V. Well-pleas'd, I heap on Wood with Lib'ral Hand, 


Abating Froſts and chilling Damps, that rife, 
By well-compacted Fires. When Summer Heats 
Return, and Syrius glows, we chooſe a Bow'r 
To Solace in. The Gen'rous, Sparkling Juice 
Ot My Own Grape, Contributes to our Mirth: 
We Innocently Quaff, and ſhun Exceſs. 


H 


*FABRITIUS 


| In his Sympoſiacks. 
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Le!. Bleſs'd Neighbourhood, where the Bounteoug 
Caro, lives! 


Gay in Old Age, and kind to all about him! 
His Preſence makes the Sabine Frelds Ely/tum. 


Cata. Old Age draws Comfort from this pleaſing 
Thought, 
That it has paſs d the Scorching Heats of Touth, 
And travels forward in the Cool of Life. 
Life is a Fever, when it fires Dung Veins, 


And all our fancy'd Pleaſures are but Dreams. 


Sober Enjoyments wait on Aged Men, 

And that, which they are bleſs'd with, muſt be Real. 
Old Age Wants Nothing, if it Wants not Vertxe, 

To make it a full Scene of Ripen'd Joys. 

It is the Harveſt, that muſt crown our Wiſhes, 

And yield a Glorious Crop of Solid Comforts : 

Luſt lies ſubdu'd, and its fierce Flames expire, 
Unſully'd Reaſon ſhines in all its Luſtre. 
Whateer-we Loath, whatever breeds Contempt, 
Satiety or Pain, or foul Reproach; 


All that is Brutiſh, and degrades our Nature, 


Vain, Short-liv'd Pleaſures! Theſe Old Age Reſigns, 
To Feed on Joys, that are Sublime and Godlike. 


Which do You moſt Approve, my Friends\-to Live 
Scorch'd 1n the Fire of wild, unconquer'd Luſt, 
Or Ruſh on Head long, driv'n by fierce Ambition, 
Perplex:d a thouſand Ways, Envy'd, Oppos d 
By Multitudes, Contending to be Wretched: 


Or 
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Or elſe, like ſome Brave Vet'ran, that Retires, 
From the thick Tempeſt, and the Cloud of War ; 
Sated with Borſt rous Life, to quit the Tolls, 

And fruitleſs Vanities, that Duth Delights in; 

To Study what Concerns us moſt ; Converſe 

With our own Selves, and chooſe a calm Retirement, 
Obſcurely Wiſe, and All Alone in Peace? 


Scip. How are my Thoughts quite chang'd from 
what they were? 
The Strength of CaTo's Reas'ning has Convinc'd me: 
Ev'n I begin to Wiſh, that I was Old; 
And Youth, and Gay Amuſements charm no more. 


Cato. Take this Advice: Employ your tender Years 
In Uſeful Studies; lay up Stores of Knowledge, 
Diſcreetly Provident, till Hoary Age 
Arrives, demanding Sub/idies from Youth. 


So, doubtleſs, you have ſeen th induſtrious Ant, 
Hoard up her Treaſure, while the Summer laſts, 
And Arm herſelt againſt th' Inclement Winter : 
Emblem of Prudence, form'd for our Inſtruction! 


Scip. O Caro! how did my Old Father's Friend, 
SULPICIUS (that Great Man!) with Pleaſure ſpend 
His latter Days! His Comprehenſive Skill, 


Meaſur'd the Globe of Earth, and Scann'd the Heav'ns : 


From him no Planet could conceal its Courſe, 
Or Vertue ; His deep-ſearching Mind foreſaw 
The dun, and Moor's Eclipſe ; what Time, and how, 
Darkneſs 
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Darkneſs would come to vail their Splendid Orbs, 
Surprizing to behold! Think, what high Raptures 
Muſt fill a Mind ſo vaſt, when it Explor'd 
Nature's Profoundeſt Secrets with Succeſs, 
Trac'd her thro' all the moſt perplexing Mazes, 
And found its Generous Labour was not loſt, 


Cato. What Numbers could I mention, that indulg'd 
Themſelves, when 0/4, in Pleaſures worth Enjoying ? 
Old Nzv1vs, who firſt wrote the Punick War, 
And PLavTvs, that inrich'd the barren Stage, 
Were gay in Thought, when Old; unhurt with Years! 
Livy, that firſt began the Calc Scenes, 

I ſaw, and knew: He ſpun ont Life with Eaſe, 
And his /aft Af, Crown'd the Old Bard with Glory. 
CrAssUs, CETHEGUS (that known Prodigy 

Of Eloquence!) both knew Extreme 0/d Age, 

And found it was not Joy leſs, but Replete 

With Comforts not to be expreſs'd with Tongue, 
Such, as They Reliſh'd, ſuch as Caro feels! 

Alas! if we compare the Baits of Senſe, 

The Luxury of Feaſts, the Sports of Youth, 

The Charms of Beauty; All theſe Groſs Allurements, 
With the Chaſt Raptures, and-Delights, that flow 
From nobler Searches after Truth, and Wiſdom : 
How do theſe fruitleſs Joys betray a Cheat ? 

Sink in their fancy'd Worth, and loſe their Credit? 


So have I ſeen a Spurious Diamond, 
Shewn by itſelf, in a falſe glaring Light, 
Dart forth a vig'rous Ray, and look like Genuine, 
| Deceiving 
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Deceiving vulgar Sight; but if it vies 
With the true Brillant, all its Luſtre fades, 
A ſudden Dullneſs clouds th Imagin'd Gem, 
And pives it all at once, its true Complexion, 
Wan as the Moon, when Protbus 'gins to rife! 


Friends ! (to be ſhort) be mindful of this Counſel, 
As You grow Old, Endeavour to Grow Wiſer : 
Years propp'd with Viſdom, cannot prove a Burthen. 


Læl. I am Convinc'd, Old Age has been Abus d, 
Dreſs'd up in Ugly Garb to raiſe Abhorrence: 
What once I could not think of, but with Horror, 
Now Pleaſes me: Thanks to the Gods, and Caro! 


But pardon LL Ius, it he dares Remind you, 
Of thoſe choice Pleaſures, Innocent, and Healthful, 
That ſpring from the Purſuit of Husbardry : 

Theſe Recreations, Old Experienc'd Men 

Cannot but know, and, to the full, Enjoy. 

And, if I may have Leave tv ſpeak my Thoughts, 
Theſe Pleaſures are of a Divine Extraction; 

Pure, and Unmiz'd, and what the Gods delight in! 
Pax, with the Reſt of Sy/van Deities, 

Loves only Woods, and Fields, and Cryſtal Streams. 
What Wonder, therefore, it the Beſt of Men, 

The Brave, theWi ſe, haveTill'd their Lands with Care? 
Pry'd into ev'ry Scene of Country Buſineſs, 

And run the Circle of its Pleaſing Labours, 

With Unmiz'd Comfort, and Ugenyy'd Profit? 


Cato. True, 
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Cato. True, L=xL1vs! But You needs * muſt 
think it ſtrange, 

That CA ro ſhould Forget, what moſt he OL j 
The Sweeteſt Thing in Life! Oh! could my Tongue 
Expreſs my Thoughts, big with the Praiſes Due 
To Rural Arts, and the Delights, they Yield ! — 
I ſee ſome future Bard, in Time's Dark Womb, 
I ſee Him, like a Beauteous Phænix, riſe 
Out of the Aſhes of a + Greek Renown'd! 
Him Ira/y ſhall boaſt, the World admire : 
Aſcrean Verſe ſhall pleaſe no more, when He, 
In lofty Numbers, with Succeſs, ſhall ſing 
Immortal Georgicks —— Pokus, God of Light ! 
And thou, Pale Queen of Heav'n,whoſe Influence guides 
Each Seaſon! LIBER, Thou! and, Bounteous CERES! 
Who fatten with Your Fruits the Kindly Glehe: 
And, Ye Propitious Fawns, and frisking Dryads! 
Ye Guardians of the Woods, and Lawns, approach ! 


\ Proprietors of what I would attempt 


To Praiſe ; Inſpire my Mind, Ye Deities, 
Who love the Fields, to ſing, as they deſerve! 
Few, Soft, and Eaſy, let the Numbers flow ! 


Hail, ye Saturman Lands! Fair Latium's Born! 
Parent of Heroes, Arts, aand Bounteous Crops ! 
How ſhall I Sing the Bleſſings You impart, 

To Honeſt Husbandmen? O! could I write, 
Like Brave Old Hes10D; You ſhould be my Theme, 
And Latium's Praiſes ſhould not ſtoop to Greece. 


—_— —— 


— 


* Caro wrote a Treatiſe on Husbandry. 
} Hzes10D, 6 VIII. 


What 


574 
What need I wiſh for Hemus' cooling Shades, 
Theſſalian Grotto? the Rich Sabine Soil, 
Can furniſh out Delight enough for Caro. 
How pleaſant to contemplate Providence 
In Nature's Works, that are ſo fraught with Wiſdom, 
And deep, Unerring Skill ? Sweet to behold 
Each Creature breathing Artifice Divine, 
And pointing out to Faitkleſs Men, a God! 
Sweet to go forth, when the glad Spring returns, 
And fee the Meadows cloath'd in cheerful Green ; 
See ev ry Plant, and humble Shrub peep forth, 
From Earth's Prolificx Womb: Admire each Bud, 
Op'ning its Beauties to the Morning Sun: 
Behold, from the minuteſt Seeds inclos'd 
In fertile Glebe (ſurprizing Spectacle!) 
Trees fhoot out vig'rous Branches to the Skies, 
And propagate a Shade for Future Ages. 
Sweet to ſurvey the Liv ries of each Seaſon, 
Vary'd with Ornaments peculiar to em! 


How well do Rural proſpects ſtrike the Eye! 
A large, and beauteous Field, with Harveſt Deck d, 
When gentle Zephyrs play upon its Surface, 
Flotes, like the Ocean. Curious is the Texture 
Of ev'ry Bearded Ear, that's plump with Grain, 
And bows its Head in Gratitude to CERES : 
A Fence of Briſtles cloaths each Spiral Hord, 
Deterring little Birds from Impious Thetts. 
Bleſs'd Hasen Too Happy, if you knew 
How much you're Bleſs'd ! 


1 
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Le). O, may I interrupt you 
Without Offence! The Vigilance and Care 
Requir'd to plant, and dreſs Luxuriant Vines, 
Is, of itſelf, ſufficient to Employ, 
And to Divert 0/4 Age: the pleaſing Toil 
Ne'er Ends; the Year's whole Courſe demands our 
Labour. | 


Cato. A wiſe Improvement of the fruitful Vine, 
Adds Profit to Delight. Tis vain for me, 
To hope to crowd in Verſe the various Arts, | 
Of Teaching the Young Terndrils where to Climb: | 
Not, if Inſpir'd with Lungs of Solid Broſs, 4 
And Eloquence Divine; could I Expreſs | x 
The curious Methods, and the Glorious Pains 
Requir'd, to Bring the Vintage to Perfection. 


Lal. Tis ſtrange the Vine, that boaſts ſuch Noble 


Juice, 
(Such, as the Gods, if it be True, Delight in) 
In ev'ry Branch, that from its Trunk Extends, 
Betrays ſuch Weakneſs, and ſo frail a Nature: 


Unable to ſupport it ſelf, it loves 
To Clafp, whate'er it meets: The Elm is found | , 
Moſt Dear to its Embrace; with Luxury 
It wantons round it, like the Curling Ivy, f 
That twines about the Rev'rend Oak, and Shades 1 
The Brows of Poets : So will Vines Expatiate 
Too far in Uſeleſs Limbs, unleſs, in 1 ime, 
Some Skilful Hand apply the Crooked Knife, 
(Severe, but proper Method of Correction, 1 
To Stop Exub'rant Pride!) | ] 
Cato. Haſt 


le 


ſt 
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Cato. Haſt Thou not ſeen, 
When all Things round thee look in Verna! Bloom, 
And Genial Warmth inſpires each Plant, and Flow'r, 
When Heav'n's Indulgence Smiles on all the Earth; 
How well-prun'd Vines, ſecure from noxious Winds, 
And Southern Storms, put forth their Purple Gems, 
Their Leaves Expand to the Propitious Sun, 
And, with freſh Verdure clad, ſalute the Spring ? 
It was the Spring (nor ſhall I change my Thoughts) 
When firſt ihe World was made, and Infant Light 
Sprang out of Chaos. Then a Vernal Beauty 
Cover'd the Earth, the Stars began to ſhine: 
Then firſt appear 'd the Iron Race of Men, 
Plants grew, and Cattle graz d in Fields Untill'd. 


Prithee (my LzxL1vs!) turn thy wond'ring Eyes 
To the warm Side of Yon delighttul Hill; 
Seeſt thou not there a large Extent of Gardens, 
Glowing with Grapes (Grapes love the Sunny Hills) 
(Oh, how the Proſpect fills my Soul with Pleaſure!) 
Diſpos'd in comely Ranks, and Beauteous Order, | 
They cauſe Aſtoniſhment in the Beholder; 
The Purple Cluſters Glitter 1 iu the un. 


As, when in a long Tract of riſing Ground, 

Fierce Troops, well MarſhalPFd, ſtand in dreadful Pomp, 

And all the War is rang'd in juſt Array; 

Thick Gleams of Fire ſhoot from the Warriors Shields, 

And dazling Arms; The Field looks Gay with Horror: 

Thus Regularly Great the Vintage ſhines, 

Pompous! and Baccavs, Fluſh'd, Appears like MARS] 
I 2 Scip, Grant 
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Scip. Grant Scipio Pardon, ſuch as Lxl ius found, 
And He will Speak; but ne er can Speak, how much 
The very Thoughts of Rural Joys Tranſport him, 
Deſcrib'd by Ca ro in ſuch lively Colours. 


Others may Gilded Palaces Admire, 
In Love with Splendid Evils: Let Pyöbition 
Rack their Enſlaved Minds, till, tir'd df Honours, 
With Guilt Attended, they Repent their Choice, 
And look with Envy down on Lower Stations. 
But let Me Cure the Maladies of Life, 


And Soften the Incumbrance of 0/d Age, 


With Country Pleaſures, and a ſweet Retirement. 
There, let the cooling Grotts, and Vales delight me, 


Where gently flowing Streams the Thoughts Compole, 
And Quiet Ev'ry Paſlion that Ariſes: 


Inglorious let me Dwell in Innocence; 
Rivers and TVoods be all my Happineſs, 
And let me never Bluſh to Live like Caro 


Cato. Hail Agriculture ! Beſt and Healthieſt Boon, 
The Gods have Giv'n to Men! Thou canſt not Chuſe, 
But make them Happy ! evn beyond their Thought, 
And Knowledge, Happy ! But from Thee be Far 
Thoſe that Love Sloth! All Drones be Far from 

Thee! 
Thy Pleaſure, and Thy Labour's Infinite, 


And Innocence, and Profit both attend thee! 


Vines 


7 


Ay 
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Vines need much Culture. The Slow-thriving 0/ive 
Proſpers Unprun'd, and with ſmall Induſtry 
Takes Root: The Earth itſelf, will, Unmanur'd, 
Moiſture enough ſupply to make it Flouriſh: 
Loaden with Fatneſs, it will ſpread its Boughs, 
Fearleſs of Harm, and raiſe its Peaceful Head. 


Apples, when Planted in the Soil they love, 
Shoot up by their own Strength, and ſcorn the Help, 
Of Human Art; proud of their Native Vigour, 

And Independant, they Aſpire at Heav's. 


Friends! Should I now Attempt to lay before you, 
The Diff rent Sorts, and Names of Shrubs, and Plants, 
Trees, and the Various Fruits, which Earth affords; 
Much more, if you ſhould ask me to Deſcribe, 
The Ample Province of the Husbandman : 

How, with the Morning Light. freſh Scenes return 
Of Pleaſing Toils: How well the Times to Sow, 
Plough, and Manure his Lands, muſt all be known; 
When known, Obſerv'd : How much the Care, and 
Breed 

Of Cattle ask Good Skill, and ſerious Thought: 
How tis, to make the Barren Tree Adopt 
Strange Cyons, and, e er long, itſelf Admire, 
With Leaves, and Fruit Adorn'd, but not its Ownt 
How well the Ancient Husbandry of Bees, 
Their Laws, and Manners ſhould be ſtrictly Weigh'd, 
If we would Govern that Important Nation, 
With Glory, and Succeſs; and how the Arts 
Af AkisrEus, muſt our Thoughts Employ, 

If 
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If we deſire to ſee their Progeny 
Gain Strength, and Numbers Equal to their Labour. 


Should I, Not conſcious of the mighty Work, 
Endeavour now to trace the Harmleſs Pleaſures, 
That Crowd for ever on the Husbandman, 

And fill up ev'ry Hour, from Peep of Morn, 

N Till it is Night, and all the Birds Retire: 

i I might as well Enumerate all the Sands, 

| By Zepbyrs toſs'd upon the Lybian Shore; 
| 


Or, when rough Eurus blows a Horrid Tempeſt, 
Fatal to Ships, count ev'ry boiſt'rous Wave, 
That breaks its Fury on th' Ionian Strand, 


Let this ſaffice for an imperfect Draught, 
Of Rural Happineſs; and Know, my Friends! 
"Tis all within the Pow'r of Verruous Age, 
Far gone in its Decline. What Sight more bleſs d, 
Than a Grave Sire, content to dwell beneath 
His ſpreading Vine, and reap Delicious Fruits! 
From all th' Inveterate Plagues of Avarice free, 
Not Sowre in Temper, Gen rous as his Wine! 
That Age Improves, and Mellows into Nefar ! 


Thus, in Times paſt, the Roman Patriots liv'd, 
And ev'n Dicfators from the Plough were brought, 
To lead out Armies, and ſubdue the World. —. 


If any Real Fault Old Age attends, | | 

(And, ah! we know that Dang and Old may Err) 

*T'ts, that it loves to be Prolix in Talk, 
9 And 
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And likes a Tale ſo well, it cannot leave it. 
Caro offends in this, and asks your Pardon- 


Scip. CaTo ask Pardon, where he merits Thanks, 


And raiſes Wonder from Sublime Diſcourſe ! 

As well the San, who with its Light and Heat, 
Enlivens and Invig'rates all the Earth; 

Might ask to be forgiv'n by Us below, 

For all the Sunſhine, and Continual Favours, 
Which it beſtows on this Dark nether World. 


Le!. When Men are Vertuous, and not prone to Il], 


When Men grow Wiſe, and the thick Miſt of Error 
Falls from their Eyes, and lets them clearly fee 
The Charms of Naked Truth, Unprejudic'd; 
When Mild As TREA ſhall Return to Earth, 

And her Bleſs'd Footſteeps Glad the Hearts of Men, 
Then CaTo's Morals may grow Dull and Tedious. 


Cato. Can I, while Life Remains, do Good to Others? 
Can J aſſiſt my Friends with Good Advice? 
Or do a Kindneſs to an Enemy? 


CATo is Ready: He'll Reoice to do it. 


Farewell, Dear, Matchleſs Friends! The prattling 
Humour, 
That I indulze ſo much, begins to Flag: 
Let what Remains, Wait till the next Occaſion, 
And Old Age Want a-whlule her Advocate. 


Lal. Farewell, 
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Ll. Farewell, Thou Beſt of Men!—Dear, Scipio 


Hear me, 
Art thou not Charm'd with CaTo's Gay Deſcription 
Of Country Pleaſures ? Art thou ſtill Enamour'd 
With Smoaky Rome? and all the Empty Pomp 


Of Worldly Greatneſs ? 


Scip. I Contemn it all, 
Look down with Pity on the Pride of Monarchs, 


And long to breathe the Air of wholeſome Fields, 
Where all is Innocence, and all is Beauty, 


Lel. Then let us both Retire to Rural Joys, 
And taſte the Sweets of a Dear Country Life: 
There we'll Improve the Friendſhip we've Begun, 
And make the Flame, that's kindled, burn yet brighter, 
Till it grow ſtrong, and mount into 2 Blaze : 
There we ſhall live (Dear Friend!) Obſcurely Happy, 
Knit to Each other, with the Pureſt Links 
Of Undiſſembled Love: In Diſtant Ages, 
As long as Fame preſerves our Names, Mankind 
Shall Read our Story, and believe it Ficfion. 


Scip. Thy Soul is always big with Gen'rous 
Thoughts: 
O! how Divinely do'ſt thou Talk of Friendſhip? 
Sure I was Bleſs d, when I found out my Læł ius; 
Amongſt a Multitude of Faithleſs Mortals, 
Faithful, and only ever Faithful found! 


Let 


I 


7 


19 


of 


[ 65 ] 
Let us Retire, Both to one Country Seat, 
As near, as poſſible, to Godlike CAro's: 


And there, in Sweet Receſs, from Buſineſs free, 
Spend the Remainder of our Days in Peace. 


But (ah!) Some Weighty Thought diſturbs my 
Breaſt, 
Remember Cito He exhorted Scipio, 
Never to Reſt, till he had Levell'd Carthage, 
And laid that haughty, Stubborn Foe in Aſhes. 


Lel. Oh! Then will LL 1vs follow Sct#10's 
Fortune, 

Thro' all the Hazards, and the Pomp of War. 
How ſhall an Ardent Friend forſake his Mate? 
Or Suffer him to march Alone to Danger, 
And Riſque a Life more Precious than his Own? 
Not ſo have I been Taught : My Native Temper, 
And Education, prompt me ſtill to Honour. 
Thanks to the Gods ! a Gen'rons Mind inſpires me, 
That looks on Life with Scorn, and thinks ev'n Death, 
Aſſumes a Lovely Shape in Fertue's Cauſe, 


Scip. I know thy Nobleneſs of Temper, LzL1vus! 
May thoſe Jaſt Beings, that look down upon Us, 
And Puniſh, or Reward the Deeds of Men, 

Defeat my future Hopes of Fame, and Conqueſt ; 
If ever I Conceiv'd the leaſt Suſpicion | 

Of thy Unblemiſh'd Faith, and Rigid Truth! 

-— O! What a Tenderneſs for Lzt1vs Safety, 
Seizes my Soul, and chills me all with Horror? 


K Should 
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Should 15% Go forth, when the Shrill Trumpet calls, 
And Roman Legions ſhout for future Glory ; 
Should Jo Go forth, and in the Field of Battle, 
Fall by my Side, all over Glorious Wounds ! 
O L=L1vs! See mine Eyes brim full of Tears! 
Let me Perſuade, Oblige thee, not to venture 
A Life that Merits more Extent than Mine. 
If 'tis Decreed by Fate, that I muſt fall 
In Panic Wars, before the Walls of Carthage; 
Welcome. But Grant, Kind Heav'n! that LxLIUs 

may 
Survive me long! That Better Half of Scipio! | | 
He will be careful to Redeem my Body, | 
From Hoſtile Hands, and give it Decent Burial. 
Thoſe 0b/equies, however Sad, and Solemn, 
Are the laſt Office, that « Friend can do, 
To Pacify the Dear, Departed Shade. 


Lal. My Heart is all on Fire; It glows with 
Friendſhip : 
I feel the noble Paſſion, like a Tide, 
Ruſh on me with Tumultuous Force, Enlarge 
My very Soul with Bright, Exalted'Notions 
Of Mutual Love, and 'Fhoughts too big to Utter. 
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As, when the Sybil, fam'd of Old for Skill 
Prophetick, felt th' Incumbent God upon her; 
Long would ſhe ſtruggle with the Weight, and try, 
To Shake him off: O'erwhelm'd with Exta/y. 


Scip. Let Us Both Joyn in Pray'rs for CaTo's Life, 
Hell Teach us, what are Verize's Niceſt Rules: 


And 


ſs 
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And, could He See 7h Heart, He'd bid me, LL xL1vs ! 
Grapple thee to my Soul with Hoops of Steel. 


Læl. Now let Us Each Retire to Private Studies, 
There Recollect, what Caro gave in Charge: 
The Gods prolong that Good Old Patrior's Life, 
In Pity to Mankind, that Wants ſuch Bleſſings! 
When He's Departed, who will teach us Vertue, 
And be Himſelf, the Lively Pattern of it 


Scip. O ye Immortal Pow'rs! be Merciful 
Continue long Tour Fav'rite Caro to us! 
And guard the Man, that Awes us into Goodneſs ! 
Thro' Him Tour Altars Smoak with Sacrifice, 
And Solemn Vows, and Pray'rs aſcend the Skies; 
Caro, where Vice grows Bold, can grow Severe, 
And ſtrike on Improus Minds, Religious Fear: 
CaTo's the Soul of Rome ! Should He Expire, 
How great a Prop, would Sinking Rome require? 
Vertue would Feel the Stroke, Prepare for Flight, 
And Leave a Sinful! World Involv'd in Night. 


END of the Tüulx o Book. 


CATS 


CATO MAJOR. 


BOOK IV. 


— 


Caro, Solus, Sitting in his Study, with XExO- 
PHON's and PLA TO Works ling by him. 
CTY 

0 Be, and not to Be Employ'd in 

=D | Thought, | 

What is it, but to Live, like Senſeleſs 

Beings? b 

A Blot conſpicuous in the fair Creation 
' Monſters of Men, and a Reproach to Reaſon ! 

Let the vile Wretch, that waſtes his precious Moments, 

In low Purſuits, Gorging the Baits of Senſe; | 


Content himſelf to forfeit higher Claims, 
To be leſs Uſetul, than a Vegetable ; 
"128 8 | $8 


And, 
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And, tho endu'd with Human Shape, to fall 
Beneath the Brute, Laſt in the Scale of Being! 


The Pleaſures, that Reſult from Contemplation, 
And Sober Thinking, are, deed, Sublime, 
The Pride of Caro, and Delight of * Joys! 
That's the true Ne&ar, and Ambroſial Food, 
That Recreates the Gods, and keeps them Young, 
Freſh with Eternal Bloom! What Charms, What 

Sweetneſs 

Do's Solitude afford, Refreſh'd with Study ? 
Bleſs'd with the Converſe of the Brighteſt Authors, 
Whoſe Writings live Immortal as their Souls: 
*T'is a choice Bleſſing to retire from Men, 
P:rfidious Men! and Live among the Dead, 
Secure of Counſel, and from Treach'ry free! 


Caro! Thou canſt not Murmur in the Preſence 
Of XENOPHON, and PLATo: Deathleſs Names, 
I love to Mention, and, as Gods, Revere! 

Two Prodigies, that Roſe, and Shone together ! 
Aud, taught by one Great Maſter, how to ſhine, 
Did, with United Rays, Illuminate 

The Darken'd World, and free Mankind from Error! 
Tell me, Ye Gods ! (F or V can beſt inform me, 
Who are the Fountain of Myſterious Knowledge) 
Which Lofty Genius, of Thoſe Two, Inſpir'd 

With clearer Light, and more Exalted Notions, 
Hath Reaſon'd beſt on that Bright Principle, 

And Source of Reaſon ; The Pure, Heav'n-Born Mind! 


— 


Vide Axis rox. Ern. ad Si of Contemplation. 
Which 
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Which beſt Deſcrib'd Socraticꝶ Truths, and drew 
The Great Athenian in his Livelieſt Colours? 


How am I fill'd with Wonder, when I think 
* On Cx Rus, talking of his Future State? 
As on the Couch his Royal Limbs were Stretch'd, 
And Death approach'd him, but, diſarm'd of Terror, 
He ſeem'd t' Antici pate Cæleſtial Bliſs, 
And his Wing'd Soul, Mature for Flight, contemn'd 
All Terrene Glory, Bent on winning Heav'r ! 


1 hate thee, EexrxcuUrus ! Bold Aſſertor 
Of Dreadful Errors! + This Audacious Mortal, 
Durſt call Religion, Superſtitious Fear, 
A Weakneſs nouriſh'd up in Tender Years! 
The Bane of Migth, and Fault of Education! 
But let Heav'n's Hoſt, the Sun, and Moon's bright 
Orbs, 
And all the Stars; Earth's Globe, and Neptune's World, 
Let All, we ſee around us, Teſtify, 
There is a Spirit Immenſe, Diffus'd thro? All, 


That moves the whole Machine, Himſelf unmov'd! 


He muſt Exiſt, an Independent Being, 

Who claims our Homage! Breath'd a Soul into us 
Immortal, near akin to his Own Godhead ! 

That Particle of the Divinity within Us, 

No Ages can Extinguiſh — It muſt Live, 
Happy, or Wretched, in a Life to Come! 


* Vie XeEnoPn, e Cyro, 
Jide Lucker, 


PLaTo! 


En 

Plato! Thy Reaſoning's Juſt. No Ground leſe 

Notions 
Belong to thee, nor Airy Speculations: 
All, that thou doſt Advance, is Demonſtration, 
And takes ſure Hold of Serious, Thoughtful Men: 
Thy Doctrines came from Heav'n : The Gods Inſpir'd 
Thy Godlike Maſter, and Thy Maſter Thee ! 


CaTo is near the Grave, but then his Being 
Shall be continu'd, while his Body Monlders : 
The Soul flies Swiftly to her Native Skies, 
And when Thoſe Skies, the Earth, and Sea ſhall periſh, 
In one Conflagrant Maſs ;, ſecure from Ruin, 
She'll See the World's Great Fun ral Pile conſum'd, 
And Wrap Herſelf in Inmortaliiy: 
Bleſs'd Immortality! Joy of Old Age 
Subſtantial Food of Life! What Mar that Breathes, 
Can bear this Abje& Thought, To be no more © 
To Die is to Begin to Live for Ever! 


But hold. I am Regardleſs of my Friends: 
This, I remember, was th' Appointed Hour 
Of Meeting Them — Bat, ha! what means the Boy, 
Thus to intrude on my Devoted Hours? 


Enter BO. 
Boy. Screto, and LI ius, both ſend Health to 


CATS, ©; 
And feem to wait Impatient, till they ſee him. 


Cato, Go, 
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Cato. Go, tell 'em, that I ſhall Rejoice to ſe them - 


Books always ſhould Give Place to Fairhſul Eriende. 


Enter SCIPIO and LXLIUS. 


Cato. Welcome, ye Courteous Youths to my 


Apartment ? 
This Viſit is a Kindneſs done to Cato. 
To Solace his Old Age with Friendly Converſe, 
Is one ſure Method to prolong his Life. 
What News from Carthage, Screto? Is it Plotting 
Pernicious War? Still bent on Our Deſtruction? 
How comes it, that her Tow'rs are yet Secure? 
Are Perjury, and Fraud ſuch Puny Crimes, 
As not to call ſome choſen Thunder on Her? 


Sͤcip. The Gods are Patient, and Connive at Mortals 5 


They oft ſuſpend th Upliſted Arm of Vengeance, 
Unwilling to infli& too Speedy Tuſtice ; 

Cities, and Empires, have their Deſtin'd Periods, 
And, when Heav'n thinks them Ripe for Ruin, fall: 


Cato. Whene er I hear that hateful Name of Carthage; 


It makes me Do amiſs, and loſe my Temper. 
Il ftrive this once, to drive it from my Thoughts, 
And finiſh my Defence of Hoary Age. 


What ſaidſt thou, LxL1us ! when we Commun' d laſt, 


And I ſtood Patron for Declining Years ? 

Didſt Thou not call an Avaricious Bent 

Of Temper, Sure Attendant on the Man, 

Whoſe Head is Grey, bedeck'd with comely Age? 
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The Love of Pe/f, as Life draws near its Cloſe, 
Spreading its dire Infection thro' the Soul, 
And gaining Strength, as Human Strength Decays? 


— 


I'm ſtruck with Wonder, but to hear ſuch Cavils: 
Can low Deſires, and grov'ling Hopes of Gain, 
Lay hold on Mortals juſt at their Departure, 

And torture them with Pangs, that Miſers feel? 
Friends! You've been told, that Life's a Pilgrimage, 
A tedious Journey thro' a Vale of Tears: 

The Traveller would faint without Supplies, 

And Bounteous Nature, always gives Enough 

To bring him to the End of all his Labours. 

But tis Prepoſt'rous, tis Abſurd, tis Madneſs, 
To vex ourſelves with Anxious, onilty Fears 

Of Penury, or Want of Fit Recruits 

To Hold up Life, when Life's fo near its Period, 

It can't be So. If any Cure be found 

For Av'rice, tis Old Age, whoſe ſure Abode, 

Is on the Confines of the Grave; *tis then, 

If ever, that the Miſer will be Free; 

Unleſs the Gods, in Judgment, fix the Plague | 
On ſome Poor Wretch, and Blend it with his Soul. 


Lel. * Friend Textxce has a lively, pleaſing Scene, 
Where CHremMes, and Old MæxgDEuvs meet: l 
Juſt in the Cloſe of Ev'n, and fall to Talking: 
You ſee the Larter in a Coarſe Attire, 
Returning faint, and weary from his Fields ; 
His Anxious Looks betray # Reſtleſs Mind: 


* 7ide TER. HEeavron, ACE 1. Scen. 1, 
L A DMattock. 
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A Mattock and a Spade his Shoulders Gall, 
Oppreſs'd enough by a great Weight of Years ! 
His Neighbour CH RRRT Es, do's with Juſtice chide him, 
For giving up himſelf to Endleſs Toil, 
And Doing Sordid Things, that ill Became him. 
But all in vain. Tho' Wealth Encreas'd upon him, 
Likea Strong Tide, and Years did make him bend, 
Tow 'rds that Dear, Wretched Earth, from whence 

he Sprang, : 
Yet, ſtill he fear'd, leſt Penury ſhould ſeize him, 
Eer Death's Arreſt did come. His Avarice, 
And painful Cares purlu'd him to the Grave; 
Diſeaſes Incident to Age, and Folly! 


Cato. Diſeaſes which are ſtill th Efe@s of Folly, 
But only Accidents of Age ! | 


Scip, O CaTo! 
We Both Submit; but, with Impatience, long 
To hear thy laſt Reply to Vain, Dung Men, 
Who brand Old Age with Infamy, and call it 
The Heavieſt Evil, that can light on Mortals! 
Becauſe with Trembling Hands, and Feeble Knees, 
It hovers o'er a Gloomy Precipice, 
And ſtands but Tott'ring on the Brink of Death, 
Which yields a Dark, and Doubtful Proſpect to Us. 


Have You not ſeen a Tempeſt Big with Horror, 
At Ev'ning rife, and darken all the Ocean? 
'The Sad, Sea-faring Wretch, who needs muſt Sail, 
And truſt himſelf to Winds, and Storms, looks pale, 
And ſhudders at the Hazard, which he runs. 


So 


2 


1 


So muſt the Aged look aghaſt, when Death 
Bids them launch out into Eternity; 
And rove Uncertain in a Boundleſs Space, 
Or (what is Worſe) Surrender up their Being, 
And fall, from whence they ſprang, to Thoughtleſs 
Duſt. 


Cato. When will Mankind be freed at length from 
Error, 
And ſhaking off th' Impediments to Knowledge, 
Obtain a Livelier Senſe of Things before them? 
Ot Good and Evil; Real Pain and Pleaſure ? 
Of Life, with its Incumbrance of Diſcaſes, 
And Death the Period, and the Cure of All? 


Old Men muſt Die; The 22 Youth proclaims : 
And who, that's 0/d, and Wiſe, would fear to Die? 
Let us Sit down, my Friends! and Reaſon calmly ; 
If Death Arnhbilates, we Are no more, 

The Living Principle within Expires : 

Incapable of Pain, and out of Being 

What have we then to Feel, or Fear from Death ? 
But, if the Soul Survives [:s Stroke, and Lives 
Immortal Somewbere, in a Bliſsful State; 

Who would not chuſe to have the Proſpect near him, 
And Dye, without Regret, to Live for Ever? 


Scip. The Gayeſt Lad, that walks the Streets of 
Rome, | 

May chance to Drop by ſome Sad Stroke; but He, 9 

Who Leans on Crutches, ſoon muſt Sink beneath 4 
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He can't ev*n Hope t Enjoy the Day: light long, 
The Chambers of ibe Grave are Ready tor him. 


Cato, He cannot Hope, tis true; what Grouncs 
for Hope? | 

At leaſt for Confidence, where All's Uncertain ? 
And the beſt Tenure, that we hold in Life, 
Is but a little Breath, a Fickle Being, 
Which often juſt Exiſts, and is no more? 
But let the Styipling Hope for Length of Days, 
And num'rous Years to come: Yet Hoary Age 
Claims the Pre-eminence: What anxious Jourh 
Hopes only for, the vertuous Sire Enjoys ; 
Free from the Pain of tedious Doubts and Fears, 
He thanks the Gods, that Convoy'd him with Safety 
Thro' all the Hazards, and the Storms of Life: 
While Other Mortals, fir'd with Tourbfu! Projects, 
Toſs'd to and fro, in an Unquiet World, 
Oft ſuffer Shipwreck, and their Hopes are loſt, 


Lal. And 'tis a Pleaſure, which the Od Enjoy, 
To See Raw, Unexperienc'd Men, Engage 

In Life's fad Conflicts; Sometimes plung'd in Evils, 
And Scarce Surmounting them! whilſt Secret Joy 
Gladdens their Souls, to find themſelves Arriv d 
Secure already at the Silent Haven, 

Where all is Calm, and Dangers, far Remote, 

Are heard like Diſtant Thunder, or the Noiſe 

Ot Falling Waters; a Delightful Sound ! 


Cato, Such 
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Cato. Such Pleaſure, as is Caus'd by Men's Mis- 
| fortunes, 
Believe me, Friends! is mix d with too much Guilt, 
And Horror, to be Envy'd: Tis Unknown 
To Ev'ry Gen'rous Heart; It is Inhumane! 
CarTo's a Stranger to ſuch Impious Joy. 
He is well pleas'd, when all his Friends are ſafe; 
He knows no Foes, but Perjur d Carthaginians , 
And whom the Gods Deteſt, he cannot Love. 


But to Return —— We Talk of Length of Days, 
And Num rous Tears: But what, in Humane Life, 
Can boaſt Duration? Gods! We Talk amiſs: 

Extend the Walking Shadow, Spin the Thread, 

As far as it will Go: Let us, ev'n, Live, 

As long, as the “ Tarteſian King, beyond 

The Common Term, to Wonder at Ourſelyes: 

And yet, this CaTo calls not Living long. 

Mark, what is Tranſient, in Continual Huæx, 

And call it Dzrable ; but tis not ſo. 

That's truly Permanent, that Knows no End. 

The Fame, that Springs from vertuors, Deeds is Laſting, 
Immortal, as the Soul, that's Conſcious of them! 
Unalterably fix'd, and worth Purſuing ! 

But what's an Hour, a Day, a Month, or Tear, 
That paſs unthought of, and Return no more? 

The Heav'ns themſelves ſhall melt away; butVerzae, 
Shall ev'n Survive the Ruins of the World. | 


* ARGANTHON1vUs, a King of Spain, who liv'd a 
Hundred and Twenty Years. Jide Tur, Car. Maj. 
Var. Max, Lib, 8. Cop. 14 | 
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How happy is it, that a Life fo ſhort, 
Is long enough to Act, our Parts with Honour, 
And quit the Stage, tho Early, Ripe with Glory? 
Few Fears well ſpent, will bring Us to Perfection; 
The Smalleſt Circle may be yet Compleat ; 
And have Illuſtrious Vertues Throng'd into it. 
Who would not Live well here, from Day to Day, 
To the laſt Minute that our Lamps keep in, 
Then Dye in Peace, and Wake to Perfect Joy ? 
O wiſh'd-for Lot of Good Old Men! | 


Scip. I've heard | 
Gay Touth, and Hoary Age, not ill Compar'd, 
To Verna! Bloom, and Autumn's Beauteous Stores, 


Cato. An Apt Reſemblance too! We Reap the Fruits 
Of all our Vertues, when we're Old: *Tis then, 
Our Glory Shines in its full Height, and Luſtre, 
Which only B/oſſom'd in our Tender Youth. 
And, O the Gentle, Silent Stroke of Death, 
Which lays 0/d Men to Sleep! (Bleſs'd State of Eaſe ! 
Whilſt Dire Diſtempers, with Tumultuous Force, 
Ruſh on Impetuous, like a Mighty Torrent, 
And Tear the Vuthful, Vig'rous Man aſunder. 
Death to the Aged is a Kind Relief, 
That Nature gives them; when th' impriſon'd Soul, 
Without much Struggle, takes her long Farewell, 
Wing' d for the Flight, and leaves the Lifeleſs Clay. 


I charge you Both, My Friends! Remember CA ro, 


Remember this Advice, which flows from Love; 
Thro' 


[59] 


Thro'Life's whole Courſe, Obſerve, to Gods, and Men, 
Your Duty, and, with pious Deeds, Becalm 

Your Minds. What Joy on Earth fo Great, as Con- 
| ſcience 

Unruffled, and a-Heav'n of Peace within? 

"Tis this inſpires us with a Gen'rous Scorn 

Of Death, and Smooths the Face of Wrink/ed Age : 
This guides us Safe in ev'ry tedious Step, 

Thro' this Vain World (th' Abode of Sin and Woe!) 
When violent Pains Beſiege a Stocping Carcaſs, 
Then does the Mind Eredt itſelt with Vigour , 
Stronger, By Weakneſs of the Body, Grown, 

And more Diſcerning, as it Hovers o'er 

Futurity of Bliſs, and Sees its Home ! 

Secure in Innocence, and Gay with Planes, 

It Smiles on Danger, and Expects its Flight. 


Lal. Thrice Happy He, who, full of Tears and 
Vertue, 

Surrenders Life! Tis Nature, then, Diſſolves 
With Eaſe the Fabrick, that ſhe Built; Untwiſts 
Life's ſlender Thread, and We Depart in Peace. 
Caro is gliding gently down the Stream 
Of Time; Undaunted, the Great Sire beholds 
Eternity before him (Boundleſs Ocean! ) 
There muſt He Launch ſecure of Happier Climes; 
But not Uncall'd for. Tis Preſumption, CaTo ! 
(Is it not?) boldly to Deſerr our Station, 
In Life, without the Leave of Him, that Gave it? 


Cato. All 


ö 
| 
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Cato. All Wiſe Men Think ſo. Thus PyTHAG'RAS 
tavght, 


Our Life is not Our Own, but His, that Gave it, 


Jove is the Great Commander of the World ; 
Quit not thy Deſtin'd Poſt Unauthoriz'd; 
Life is a Warfare, that we all muſt Hazard. 


Scip. What if, in Times to come, ev'n Suicide 
Shall gain Repute, be counted Roman Brav'ry ? 
When, Cruſh'd with Evils, a Deſponding Mind, 
From the drawn Dagger Seeks for Preſent Eaſe, 
When, Big with brave Diſdain, a Noble Soul, 
Ruſhes Indignant to the G/oomy Shades, 

In Hopes to Find a Cure from LETHE's Stream. 


Cato. Whatever Soul, o'erwhelm'd with deep Deſpair, 


Go's out of Life Enrag'd; Believe me, Scipio! 
Flies full of Guilt, and never ſees Ely/iur : 

At leaſt, It Merits no Reward 
Forbid it Heav'n, that Caro, or bis Friends, 

Or bis Poſterity, ſhould be Too Haſty ! 

Let what will happen, ſtill the Gods are Good, 
They won't Inflict more Ills, than we can Bear. 
With Patience to Endure their Chaſtiſements ; 
With Great Contempt to Look on Fortune's Frowns, 
To be Serene in Spite of Clouds, and Tempeſts, 

Is truly Great: Tis that is Roman Brav'ry ? 


Lel. Whene'er a Friend, as Dear to Us, as Life, 


Is ſnatch d (O Dreadful Thought !) for Ever from Us, 
Do Floods of Tears become a Noble Roman? 


Or 
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Or can He well forbear to pay his Debt 
Ot Sorrow, and weep o'er the Sacred Ur ? 
Pardon, Good Caro! this Digreſſion from me, 


Since 'tis a Doubt, that you alone can Solve. 


Cato. Twas SoLO N'“ Wiſh, To have his Death 
bemoan d, 

His Urn bedew'd with Tears; and All to ſhew, 
How well he once was lov'd ! But Our Old Bard 
Fhonght more Sublimely, than the Greek, when thus 
He Sung : © Let none, with Griet Effeminate, 
* Attend my Obſequies ; No Sighs be heard, 
Nor Unbecoming Tears be ſhed for ExxNTITTs!“ 
Secure of Immortality, He Slept: 
From Him ſhall Erture Poets Learn to Sing 
Of Atme, and Heroes in the Loftieſt Strains, 
And make Succeeding Ages all their Own, 


Sci. Secure of Immortality, and Fame, 
As Ennivs Sept, fo fain would Scipio Die. 
But how is this Obtain'd ? This Future Life, 
This Endleſs Being? 


Cato. Friends ! Let Youth be Spent 
In Meditation, which improves the Soul: 
Let Life be one Continu'd Thought on Death 
Thus will the King of Terrors grow Familiar, 


Loſe all his Dread, and wear a milder Aſpect; 


014 Age, and Death itſelf, will raiſe your Thoughts 
Above the Diſmal Confines of Oblivion, 
And give you pleaſing Hopes, and ſolid Comfort: 


M Scip. 
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Seip. O Vertue! O my Soul! 


Cato. Have Courage, Sc1P1o! 
Remember, how Our Great Forefathers Liv'd, 
Rigidly Vertuous, and how Unconcern'd 
They Iook'd on Death (Intrepid Sons of War!) 
When Rome was in her Infant State, Illit'rate; 
Nor yet Philoſophy had ſpread its Rays, 

To Guide Miſtaken Men — Remember BRurus! 
Think how the Se, Devoted Dec fell, 
How REGULVUs, and the Two Scie1os ſcorn'd 
The Ruefull'ſt Dangers, and the Hardeſt Toils. 
Think, how MaxcrlLus, in the Height of Fame, 
Greatly Expir'd, The Wonder of his Foes! 
Ev'n Honour'd with a Tomb by Daftard Men * 
Midſt whom he fell! Remember thoſe + Plebeians / 
Whoſe Minds were ne'er improv'd with Lib'ral Arts; 
Yet, Fird with Love of Martial Deeds, they went 
Where Deaths were Thickeſt! — Scipio! Think, I 
| charge thee, | 
How oft Plebeians Breaſts have Burnt for Glory ! 
And ſhall it &er be ſaid, that Ger'rous Romans, 
Whoſe Veins are fill'd with Pure Patrician Blood, 
Who have been taught th* Embelliſhments of Life; 
What Pleaſure, and what Gain Redounds from Vertue, 
What are the Arts to Live; ſhould Fear the Grave, 
And, as Old Age Creeps on, Deſponding, die? 


— 


— 


* Carthagiuians. 
+ Vide Toit, Car. Major, Page 227, 


Le 
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Ye Gods! while Rome's yet ſafe, let ſuch Diſhonour 
Befall no Roman! Be it far from Caro! 


Lel. O could I Think, and Ta/k, and Ad like Caro, 
Whoſe Faultleſs Conduct ſhews, he is In/pir'd; 
A Sweet Content, and noble Scorn of Life, 
Would make me Glorious, 


Cato. Ca To knows no Pleaſure 
Greater than this; To Aid his Friends with Counſel, 
And lend them, what Experience he has Gain'd : 
*Tis Sweet to Copy the Laborious Bee, 
In ranging all the Spacious Fields of Knowledge 
But freely to Impart, whate'er we Know, 
To Men in Error, is a Godliꝶe Deed : 
Such Deeds, whoe'er Delights in, ſhall be Glorious. 


As oft, as I Diſcourſe with Gay, Dung Folks, 
I chuſe to Recommend a Thought on Death, 
And ſeaſon Harmleſs Mirth, with Grave Reflect ions. 
To Die, ſhould be an Early Thought, Remember'd 
As ſoon (my Friends!) as we Begin to Live, 
And Hold a Doubtful, a Precarious Being. 


As on the Verge of the Next Life I ſtand, 
I ſee the Voyage Pointed out for CAT o, 
And Look beyond the Scanty Bounds of Time, 
Into a Diſtant Country, from whoſe Borne, 
No Traveller would ever ſeek Return: 
There, all the various Shocks, that Fleſh is Heir to, 
Shall Find a Period, which I wiſh Devourly ! 
Thrice Happy Shades | where Ever-during Spring 
Makes all Things Gay, and Mer, as Gods, Iminortal! 
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What Think You? Are the Sciptos, and the Lt IT, 
Tour Fathers, not Alive (my F riends ) Their Souls © 
Extinct tor Ever? No! There's Something tells me, 
And leaves no Room to Doubt, but ſtill they Live,. 
To Die no more ! 


Lel. To Live, and Die no more, 
Is Life indeed, worth Dying to Enjoy ! 


Methought, one Ev'n, As I lay ſtretch'd at Eaſe, 
On my ſoit Couch, in Pleaſi ing Slumbers loſt ; 
I paſs'd the Srygian Lake : Thro' Dreadful Shades 
I wander'd, not without a Heav'nly Guide: 

Till, on a Sudden (O Tranſporting Scene!) 
The Gayeſt Proſpect, that a Peer's Fancy 

Eer Teem'd withal, Diſclos'd a Heav'n of Beauty : 
Fields ever Green, where Pureſt Near flow'd, 
And Fruits Ambrofeal grew! Delightful Grottos, 
Filld with Soft Muſick, Eccho'd all around Me. 
The Bleſs'd Inhabitants, ſecure from IIs, 
Enjoy d the Pureſt Clime, the ſofteſt Peace; 
Uninterrupted Joy, where all was Love, 

And Univerſal Friend/hip bore the Sway, 
Moleſted with no Fealouſies or Fears, 

As Pure, and Laſting, as their Native. uber 


Cato. There the Firm Patriot lives: There ev'ry 
Roman, 
Who loves his Country, and the Cauſe of Truth, 
Enamour'd, ev'n with Death, when Won by Vertue! 
Shall find his Labour Faithiuily Repay d, 
And know, that Sf rings are the Way to Conqueſt 
No 
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No treach'rous Carthaginians ſhall be there 
No Impious Tyrants, that Delight in Blood, 
And Rack the Innocent. Such Guilty Wretches, 
Juſt Vengeance hurls to the Profoundeſt Hell, 
To PrvoTo's Dreadful Courts, and Seats of Woe: 
There to Lament, in vain, their Cruel Deeds; 
And, Hopeleſs of the Skies, or Cheerful Daylight, 
Refide i in Darkneſs, and Eternal Pain. 


Lel. Eternal Pain! Intolerable Thought! 
*Twere better not to Be, than to be Wretched. 


Cato. Twere better not to Be, than not be Vertuous , 
For when the Soul Shakes off its Weight of Matter, 
And fain would Mount Safe to its Native Skies : 

Its Beſt, and only, Vehicle, is Vertue. 
It will Afcend by its Immortal Vigour, 
And Glitter, when the Stars ſhall loſe their Luſtre. 


PLaTo! There is a Sacred “ Page of Thine, 
Full Fraught with Supernatural Light, which Tells me, 
A Prophet Greater, than the World has ſeen, 
(If not a God in Humane Shape) e'er Long, 
Shall Deign to Viſit, and Inform Mankind, 
Of what is after Death, and open Truths * 
Myſterious, Hid from Un-inlighten'd Mortals! 


Lal. Oh! Soon may ſuch a Heav'nly Gueſt Arrive, 
To Lead us into Truth! Ye Gods, Diſpatch him! 


| * Vide Prat. Ar ciB. 2+ Page 256. 
; | Cato, CATO 
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Cato. Caro would Welcome the Bld Deity 
To this vile Earth, in View of Happier Times: 
Now Truſt me, we are Fan oz Evil Days, 

And Evil Tongues, with Darkneſs compaſs d round; 
And if a Radiant Agel, or a Gad, 

Can mend the vicious Currents of this World, 

"Tis Well: For CaTo's Part, He is Convinc'd, 


Fully Convinc'd, he has a Sou! Immortal: 


A Thinking, Spiritous Principle within him, 

All Incorruptible, the Nobleſt Work 

Of God Supreme ! A Being form'd for Vertue ! 
Which, if it Wants not Veriye, muſt be Happy. 

I call the Gods to Witneſs, What I Think; 

If Immortality itſelf's an Error, 

It is a Pleaſing Dream, a Dear Conceit, 

TIl Think it True, till I can Th:iz& no more. 

No Puny Sopbiſter, that Rome can Boaſt, 

Shall make me Liſten to his Groundleſs Doctrines; 
Caro will never Noop to be his Pupil, 

When Reaſon, and th' Unerring Gods Direct him. 


Scip. CaTo's Diſcourſe Inflames my Breaſt ; I feel 
A Dawning Hope Enliven all my Soul. 
How vain are our Purſuits of Laſting Fame ! 
How Fruit leſs Fertue, if our Souls can Die! 


Cato. O, how I long to leave a Sinful World, 
And Soar above the Grave, to Realms of Light! 
There all the Good, and Brave, Both Grech Renown'd, 
And Romans, Dwell in Peace: There Bards and Heroes 
Congratulate Each Other ; There My Friends 

F (The 
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(The Loſs of whom makes Life itſelf leſs Dear) 
Renew their Friendſhip, and Improve their Joy, 
Strangers to Pain! The Noble 'Sereros, there, 
When I'm Arriv'd at thoſe Delighttul Coaſts, 
Shall meet, to welcome me with Chaſte Embraces : 
And Tour Great Father, LI Ius! ſhall Approach me 
With Joyous Looks, and all the Sweet Endearments, 
That Friends Expreſs, after a Long Divorce, 
At their Re-Unon— O 'Pow'r's Above! 
Accept of CaTo's Thanks, for all Your Bounty 
Continu'd to him, ever ſince his Birth, 
Till zow. To Your Propitious Hands I owe 
Health, and Succeſs, and Fortunate Old Ape : 
How have You Laviſh'd- All Your Bleſſings on me 
But moſt I Thank You, that the Preſent Toils 
Will ſoon be over; and a Euture Life 
Seems Dawning out with cheerful Light upon me: 
Haſten, ye Gods! the laſt Important Moment, 
Which tries the Firmneſs of the Braveſt Heroes : 
And let it ſnatch me (O Dear, Rapt'rous Thought!) 
To that Dang Roman, CaTo's only Son ! 
Who's Dead, but is not Loft He Went before me, 
To Reap the full Reward of all his Vertues: 
How will he Claſp me round with Filial Joy | 
And thrice will I Embrace the Lovely Wade 
What Pleaſure*tis to Meet, co Part no more? 


Pardon my. Fondneſs; Not a Greater Sox! 
Eer warm'd a) Patriots Breaſt, and, Ripe with Fame, 
Flew to the Gods, »— O Caro! O my Son ! —— 
& 
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 Lelive aſde. T is Fondneſs 
overcomes FOG 


Where Love, and Naur Plead, ev 'n caro Yields 


Cite, ener, how he fell a 3 
To Hoſtile Rage! — But hold — the Valiant Lad. 
Was on his Duty, Active in his Poſt, 
He fell, but Greatly, in his Country's Cauſe? 
And Tears do ill Become me 


Scip. Godlike Caro! 
Accept our Thanks, as the Immortal Gods 


Accepted Thine, for all thy Bounty to Us ! 
We'll Both Retire,. and Leave thee to Thief. 


Lel. Farewell! Thou Guardian of Imperial Romney 


If SCIPIO, and LXL1vs, are not Happy, 
Let em not Dare to Blame the Gods, or Cato! 


Cato. Learn now t' Eſteem Old Age, as it Dili 
And Scorn th Approach of Death: Be Fond of Nothing, 
But Vertue. Live, becauſe You are to Die. 

Our Friends muſt Leave Us — Caro loſt his Son; 
When moſt we Hope Succeſs, Misfortunes come: 
"Tis the Good Man, that is Secure from Fear, 


The SN Pilot, that can ſafely Steer 
Thro' this Tempeſtuons World; and Find a Shore, 


Where Di/appointments ſhall be Known no more: 
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